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EDITORIAL 

What a term this has been! The familiar (so very, very familiar) 
swirling, twisting, and unfortunately accumulating specs of snow have 
characterized our winter term. The anxieties and apprehensions of our 
presidential election, the further “snowing”, this time that of the girls, at 
our many dances, and the anticipations of the coming spring vacation have 
added to our never-ending memories of Rogers Hall. 

Yet the winter term has held a more serious mood for us all. Perhaps 
this is attributed to our ever-important elections or to our country in the 
world today. We have had to, more than ever, set down our ideals, our 
purposes, and, most important, our continual support of democracy. Our 
opponents often have been strong and persuasive yet we have seemed to 
come through past tribulations still standing; tall and unswayed. Now, 
with the changing administration, a renewed determination should com- 
mence. We, as the forth-coming leaders, should become ever more aware 
of the world conditions which affect our very existence. The basic ideal of 
our freedom, standing for individual equality, should compel each of us to 
recognize his personal obligation to uphold this principle, to benefit from 
the advantages and mistakes of the previous administrations, and to pre- 
pare ourselves through awareness, basic morals, and staunch ideals to set 
forth and carry out the want for freedom, the desire for peace, and the 
equality of man which dominate our daily life and our country’s preserva- 
tion. 
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THE OBSERVER 

Somewhere Someone is watching and laughing 
and crying at these robots 

servants of 

self 

time 

money 

society 

just grazing over Life in their search for 

“The land 

Where nobody gets old and 
godly and grave. 
Where nobody gets old and 
crafty and wise. 
Where nobody gets old and 

bitter of tongue.”* 
blinded by their masters, fumbling with 
the Rose in hand, while Someone is 
whispering to them through the Trees. 

* Yeats, W. B. “ The Land of Heart’s Desire” 


Jewel Hudson 


“WITH MALICE TOWARD NONE . . . 


99 



. . . and charity for all,” 
are the truly great words of 
Abraham Lincoln orated in 
his second inaugural address. 

He pursued life in accordance 
with the spirit of this noble 
phrase and presided over the 
United States with the hope 
and determination of achiev- 
ing unity and peace through 
the understanding of man. 

One of man’s most unique 
characteristics is the ability to 
understand man and his mo- 
tives, but first, it is essential 
that he know himself. He must not begin to rationalize and attempt to 
secure justification for humanity’s actions and yet, he must not discrimi- 
nate — he must understand. 

Condemning a person for his appearance, nationality or race is unjust. 
Man must not convict on first impressions nor must he detect evil before 
good. He must search for man’s goodness, discard the negative approach 
— he must understand. 

Abraham Lincoln’s success, respect and admiration were a result of 
his intense concern and understanding of human behavior. He proved 
that opposites can attract, that man can exist in harmony — not amid 
segregation. 

The road to understanding has been paved by a great leader; unfor- 
tunately, through the years, man has encountered many bumps and forks 
which have retarded his journey. But, the road continues to exist and if 
man is able to overcome these hindering obstacles, he will approach a 
world of peace and harmony through human understanding. 

Diane Turner 


THE BUS STOP 


The bus jerked to a wheezing halt, emitting irritating fumes as it did 
so. Many people disembarked, but others were waiting, anxious to take 
their places. I was one of this throng of people. When the waiting throng 
began to ascend the steps, I lagged behind discussing finance with a fellow 
traveler. 

The first passenger to climb aboard was Truth — valid, unimpeacha- 
ble, precise, unadulterated, unsophisticated Truth. Following on his heels 
was clean cut, serious, sometimes harsh Reality. The next passenger to 
surmount the steps was radiant, sanguine, propitious Hope, accompanied 
by her two virtuous and faithful sisters. The most radiant passenger of all, 
however, was Love, for embodied in her was all the humility, all the sin- 
cerity, all the compassion, all the simplicity that the world has ever known. 

When it seemed that no more people were to board, the driver solemn- 
ly closed the doors of the half-filled hus. At the noise of the motor and the 
shift of the gears, my companion and I were aroused from our trivial talk 
— just in time to see life pass us by. 

Julie Upham 


DEATH 

A mirror is cracked 
dreams are shattered 
a child screams 
the world ends 


Julie Upham 


THE NEVER ENDING 

Fall approaches 

leaves tumble and fall 
tenderly on the barely frost-bitten 
ground. 

Winter approaches 

leaves are securely hidden 
by millions of snowflakes, 
the air is bitter cold. 

Soon the snow melts and 

rushing streams are flowing 
under the shadow of flower buds. 

Spring is born. 

A heat wave now flourishes 
and all flowers are in 

bloom. 

Summer has come. 

. . . And so life goes on . . . 

Keath Hinsdale 


LIFE 

To me, life is a glimpse behind the scenes, 
seeing people as they are backstage. 

To me, life is the enchantment of learning . . . 
the wonder of finding the new each week. 

To me, life is the joy of discovery. 

Finding sights that I never planned to see 

To me, life is an unforgettable face 
in the passing crowd each week. 

To me, life is a world of wonder. 

Whimsy, beauty, drama brought close. 

To me, life is a parade of color and beauty 
that might otherwise pass me by. 

To me, life is people with their masks on and off . . . 
as they look, as they really are. 

And to you, 

What is life? 


Janis Woodward 



NOTICE: TO THE STUDENTS AND FACULTY OF ROGERS HALL 

I have no eyes with which to see you; yet I know your many faces. I 
have no ears with which to hear you; but I know your different voices. Myi 
edges are worn thin from your many caresses. Each morning I arise 
promptly at seven. After the morning bell, the first thing I hear are the 
groggy voices and the heavy steps of those aroused from a deep sleep. 
However, as soon as warmth and light enters their bodies, I can hear them 
rushing to breakfast and then hurrying to prepare for school. In all the 
time I have heard these footsteps, I have rarely heard anything of great 
import being said — only trivialities. 

As the day proceeds I have many visitors. About ten each morning 
staunch, loyal Stanley comes bearing the mail. On Sundays he is replaced 
by faithful Bill with the newspapers. Of course, students are continually 
entering to transact their particular business over my scarred body — ar- 
ranging for plane tickets, cashing checks, mailing packages, making phone 
calls, or checking the train schedule — constant activity. And meanwhile 
in the background is the undulating, dissociated clamor of a hundred 
voices. 

Relative peace comes to me only at night, both during evening study 
hall and also after lights out. During the former I hear only occasional 
footsteps, the faint clatter of dishes from the kitchen, and the hushed, ille- 
gal whispering of students in the hallway. After the final bell rings at night 
all is still and then I too may rest, lulled to sleep by the ticking, old clock 
in the front office, the whirring of the new electric clock above me, the ir- 
regular humming of the furnace, and the clanging of the pipes in the 
corner. 

Through the years I have heard much. Most prominent are probably 
Mrs. Staten’s outlandish tales. Next in importance, I would rank Miss Mul- 
hern’s saying many times, “This time I’m leaving for good !” In addition 


to these, I have come to know the most frequently dialed numbers on my 
faithful friend, the phone, who only this year was replaced by a newer 
model. Such numbers as 8-6861 (the taxi), 3-2450 (the House), 3-4351 (the 
Shedd), 9-9472 (Mrs. MacGay’s), or even 8-6331 (Josef’s) have all be- 
come familiar to me through the years. Of course there are also many 
incoming calls — perhaps harried parents, or maybe a candidate wishing 
to make an appointment for an interview, or there’s a chance it may be 
Andover, Exeter, or New Hampton calling for* a dance date. In my youth 
I was excited at each call; but now they all seem trite and commonplace — 
rarely exciting, but always interesting, for everything here interests me. 

Besides the phone calls and the personalities, which have passed me 
by, I have also grown accustomed to the office procedures — recording 
grades at the close of the quarter, keeping check on demerits each Tuesday 
morning, sending out the incidental bill twice a year, typing an endless 
number of forms, sending catalogues to interested parties. Each year 
marked by the same procedures. 

This is my life. Do not get me wrong, I am not complaining. I am not 
bored. I would not have it any other way. That is whv I am writing to 
you. As I said, I am old and I am worn but I am still useful. Therefore, I beg 
of you, please do not let me go as you did my compatriot in the study hall. 
I have been faithful and I have served you well and with your kind permis- 
sion, I will continue to do so — for here is my home. 

Your most obedient servant, 

John Q. Desk 

Julie Upham 


THE AGE OF EFFICIENCY 

appointments 

calendars 

files and such 

things done by a button that’s touched 
smart 

efficient 

organized all 

here we go — riding for a fall 


Sue Penniman 


ODE TO A TEST TUBE 


Oh, little piece of shapely glass, 

The demon of all chemistry. 

So small and yet so mighty. 

Your contents always puzzle me. 

What is it you hold — 
acid, base, or salt — 

’Tis obvious I’m no chemist. 

But this is not my fault. 

Be a friend, my test tube, 
if an acid show me so 
And if it is explosive 

Before it happens, let me know. 

Your sulfur fumes are deadly. 

Burning magnesium blinds me — 

All I want is a little help 

To take away my ignorancy. 

Florrie Burke 


ME PROTEGO 

I, a root-beer bottle, 
am an entity, 
an entirety. 

Dross-hard glass, 

sanded slickly smooth by sweaty palms 
and sordid life, 

reflects the righteous world, its ways and whims; 
protects me. 

Within this crystal cave-like womb 

the broiling, bubbling, effervescent liquid, 

exulting, 

knows not master. 

Then cries, “My soul is mine 
for I am in a crystal cave !” 

And breaking bottle, bond and code, 
leaps forth to meet the harsh hot wind. 
Evaporates. 

A small brown stain upon the dust. 


Hal Maguire 


TRY SKATING 


I bundled up warmly, for ’twas cold outside, 

Slacks, sweaters, and mittens all covered my hide. 

I put on my scarf, and picked up my skates, 

And started my trudge to the ice through the gate. 
When I got to the ice, I saw quite a sight: 

Smooth glistening ice, with snow around white. 

The people were skating, and having a ball, 

So I put on my skates to join with them all. 

I fastened them, stood up, then stepped on the ice, 

Took one step, and fell down, which wasn’t too nice. 
I picked myself up so I could start anew, 

On the very next step, I tripped and fell too. 

I finally got started askating along, 

When someone told me I was doing it wrong. 

I just couldn’t figure out what he did mean; 

He said that I should skate with him as a team. 

I took his advice, and I’m sure glad of that; 

He taught me to skate at the drop of a hat. 

But that isn’t all that he did so please wait. 

He chauffered me home and then asked for a date. 
When he dropped me off I was all ecstatic, 

Cause my first skating day had turned out romantic. 
The moral of this just might happen to be, 

Don’t learn how to skate and meet someone, like me ! 



THOUGHTS OF 

when 

upon 




Cathy Craig 


AN ORDAINED APPARITION 

Strange, 
i looked back 
the snow, 
i left no track 

Victoria Glenn 
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ONCE. UPON A SNOWSTORM 


It is now the end of November, and the weather is very cold in the 
small farming town of Hollowbridge. Within the environs of the village 
lies a deep, treasured memory. “What is this memory,” you ask, dear 
reader? Let us first glance over a secluded pasture — not an ordinary pas- 
ture, but one with an amazing history. 

As the first snowflakes of winter begin to fall, we notice how they 
contribute to the barrenness of this peaceful pasture. It is exceptionally 
quiet on this, a bright, crisp day, and the sky is not as brilliant in this sec- 
tion of the town. Our attention is directed to an old, forsaken house be- 
neath the fir trees. The snow-covered roof appears too weak even to sup- 
port winter’s chilly intruder. Glance over this deserted scene. Does it 
seem possible that this very location was once the main attraction for the 
entire Hollowridge population? Yes, this was true — fifty years ago. 

They called it “Snowdrop Valley.” People would come every Sunday 
afternoon to the most beautiful sight of their city. Snowdrop Valley was 
known for its beautiful snowstorms; and beautiful they were! From the 
radiant azure sky, which engulfed this magnificent beauty, to each snow- 
flake twisting, bowing, gracefully landing on the sloping landscape was an 
artist’s setting for his masterpiece. The way in which the snow tumbled 
onto the roof-top of the quaint little house of Grandma and Grandpa 
Morse was an added attraction to the many phases of a first winter snow- 
storm. Surrounding the cottage were nature’s proudest fir trees. Wearing 
a winter coat of silver, the full limbs were not visible, but their condition 
was an unmistakable sign of this season. Billows of crystal-clear snow lay 
motionless one the immense branches, stirred only by occasional gusts of 
wind. Untiringly, the hoary bits of frost continued on their bleak journey 
to earth throughout the night. In morning, the picturesque scene was inha- 
bited by the townsfolk who arrived to enjoy its natural loveliness. The 
mounding hills were even more beautiful than during the storm, for the 
freshly treaded snow sparkled in the sunlight as a shimmering lake of glass. 
The sky was more vibrant, the air crisper and the atmosphere even happier 
than on the preceding day. 

However, this was not to be always the way in which Snowdrop Valley 
lay, because in the past five decades this sight of beauty has been completely 
forgotten. The house became an old, run-down nuisance to the community 
of Hollowbridge and was never visited during the first, last or any snow- 
storms. When the Morses passed away, no one was left to look after their 
house which became the old, forsaken shack among the limp, folded fir 
trees previously described. This pasture, once over- whelming with its 
beauty, has now become an ordinary section of the town. Even the first 
snowstorm has a different look. Where the new snowfalls on the old roof- 
top, it appears tired and colorless. Where the rolicking hills displayed their 
wintry blanket of fresh, white snow, now lies an overgrown field, thus dis- 
tracting from the snow’s meaningful beauty. An artist would be ashamed 
to consider this scene as a possibility for his work. The loyal fir trees hang 
their heads in shame of their beloved countryside. 


Yet Snowdrop Valley has lost only insignificant friends; for the true 
friends of nature are always prepared to give consolation. The birds make 
their homes in the tree-tops and the animals in the old shack. The sun has 
watched the valley throughout many stages and has remained a friend in- 
deed. The most important companion of Snowdrop Valley is winter itself. 
It has guided the valley through happiness and sadness, through good times, 
and bad, and as long as there is a winter, there will always be a Snowdrop 
Valley. 

Pam Grinnell 



LONELINESS 

To be alone 

is like facing life 
surrounded by darkness 
the air is damp 
the wind blows your hair 
and finally 

the tears fall 


NEVER LOOK BACK 

Never look back 

life is too cruel, too complex 
the past is gone 
those dreams forgotten 
live not 
in a shell 
of 

illusion 


Sandra Olson 


BEAUTY, BEAUTY EVERYWHERE 
LIFT UP YOUR EYES AND IT SHALL BE THERE 


The cracked cement wearily bore his halting footsteps. By this time, 
his habitual tread had almost etched a path in the sidewalk. Each day Juan 
eagerly traced his footsteps to the place where they inevitably halted. There 
it was, the beautiful glass window. His avid gaze took in tbe magnificent 
color and designs of the stained glass window in St. Bartholomew’s Church. 

Always when Juan returned home to the crowded tenements of lower 
New York, his fat Puerto Rican mother inquired, “And where have you 
been now, sonny?’’ On this as on other days the small, poorly dressed 
boy looked up with huge shining eyes and replied, “I have seen a beautiful 
something.’’ Raised by a peasant family in Puerto Rico and now a hard 
working immigrant, Juan’s mother had known little luxury in her life. 
To her luxury was beauty and thus she was skeptical about her small son’s 
response. “You make this up, Juan? There is no beauty here,” she said. 
“But yes, Mama, I see it,” Juan protested. Soon distracted by wails from 
the baby and all the work to be done, she left Juan alone in the shabby 
kitchen whose spicy smells and red checked chintz were predominant. 

At the tender age of six years, Juan was unable to fully grasp his 
mother’s philosophy. Not one to easily acknowledge defeat, however, he 
left the house with a strong air of determination. 

The church was merely a block from the unkempt array of tenement 
buildings, but this short distance brought a completely new life to Juan. 
The simple brown church was clean and inviting, a beauty in itself. The 
main attraction was the multi-hued unique pattern of glass which sent 
tingles down Juan’s spine. Possessed by excitement and a wiM desire to 
shout his discovery, Juan, for the first time, ventured inside the church. 
A little exclamation of wonder escaped the boy’s lips, for he had never 
seen such splendor. The gleaming wood of the pews, the spotless white 
altar scarf and the worn red carpet were taken in at a quick glance. Ex- 
cited eyes finally reached their destination. There was the window, more 
beautiful than ever. Juan approached it, stared at it, finally, ran his dirty 
brown hands lightly over it. 

Looking at it closely, Juan saw things which had gone unobserved 
from the outside. There was a small child leading his mother by the hand. 
The same idea was suddenly in his own head. It was up to him to lead his 
mother here. How could he do it, would she come — these and other 

thoughts possessed him at once. He left with the feeling that lie could only 
try to determine the result. 


It was a pensive little boy with hands thrust deep into pockets that 
walked toward home that late afternoon. This thoughtful look, however, 
could not conceal the cheeks flushed with excitement and the sparkling 
eyes. He raced up the steps and greeted his mother with a warm hug. This 
surprised her, for typical of small boys, he did not advocate displays of 



affection. She was swiftly caught up in his excitement and it soon became 
her own. How could one resist the appealing glances of such a fine little 
son? “Juan, boy, why you so excited?” she asked. “I see beautiful some- 
thing again, Mama,” he hurriedly answered. “Mama, please you come look 
too?” Juan pleaded. “I come, sonny, this time I come.” the smiling woman 
replied. 

Trying to pace his eager footsteps to her slower ones, Juan knew un- 
bounding joy. Expectation and excitement surged through him as they 
approached the small, brown building. Suddenly Juan’s mother stood still 
and she stared unbelievingly in front of her. The sun was high in the sky 
and its reflection upon the glass window illuminated the colors as if they 
were jewels. “Oh, she said, how beautiful.” Jumping with joy after hearing 
his mother’s exclamation, Juan said, “See, Mama, I told you.” The bewil- 
dered woman could only reply, “Thank you for showing me that beauty is 
all around us.” She realized now that this beauty was a wealth that could 
not be obtained through money. It had taken her small son to show that 
if we search, we shall always find beauty. She would never forget now that 
beauty was available to everyone. It merely had to he recognized to be ap- 
preciated. 

Florrie Burke 


AMERICA 

What makes America mean so much to me? 

Is it the mountains, the plains, the air or the sea? 

Is it the rapturous feeling of watching the tide 
Rise and fall with ferocious pride? 

Is it a race with the wind over an open plain, 
or a silent guard o’re “amber waves of grain”? 

Is it the freedom of speech that means so much to us, 
or is it the freedom of believing that God is ubiquitous? 

Whatever the reason, or why it may be. 

Remember the stanza, “Oh say, can you see !” 


Karen Booth 


A COUNCILOR’S DREAM 

Noise, noise everywhere; 

The patter of gigantic feet; 

On one side the clicking of pencils, 

On the other the clicking of teeth. 

Don’t they know this is study hall, 

That girls should be quiet and still? 

You’d think that they’d have enough sense 
To know that their manners are nil. 

Someday there’ll come a surprise 

And there won’t be a sound anywhere. 

However, I doubt if I’ll be here, 

Or that Rogers Hall will be there. 

JOHANNAH DUSSEAULT 



DEMERITS 

What’s, there to live for, . . . life is a bore, 

I try for less demerits but always get more. 
Why does this happen when I try to be good ? 
My efforts are to reform as I know I should ! 
But each Tuesday they’re shattered when I see, 
All the demerits that were given to me. 


Louise Brooks 
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THE BULLETIN BOARD 


After the dance is over, after the weekend has been spent, when 
friends have graduated and left one’s surroundings, one still has a way of 
experiencing those sensations once felt so seemingly long ago. This has 
been achieved through the convenient and most necessary invention of a 
square or rectangular plane of thick cardboard matter which is more com- 
monly referred to at present as the bulletin board. 

I have found during my stay at boarding school that this construction 
is a definitely significant product to the adolescent. Here one tacks the pic- 
tures of all one’s favorite singers, actors, and “boyfriends” (many of 
whom she has never seen before within a fifty mile radius). Nevertheless 
they are tacked on. 

In addition to these main features one must dig up all the old banners 
one can find and attach them in their haphazard positions on the board, 
being, at the same time, extremely careful not to cover up the handsome 
faces on one’s pictures of the opposite sex. 

In order to add a more imaginative touch (for these previous articles 
were merely the barest essentials), one should leaf through a magazine and 
if she finds an advertisement or such which is particularly appealing to the 
eye (and which would of course be appealing to the eyes of her classmates) , 
up it goes! 

Now one is faced with a major problem. In order to solve this prob- 
lem a girl must flatter a boy, flutter her eyelashes, and float off to his prom. 
The problem has been solved. The invitation is tacked quite noticeably in 
the center of her bulletin board. 

Add a contemporary card here or there (the most revolting will do, 
for again it is necessary to catch one’s eye) . And, as a last resort, tack those 
so easily obtainable demerit cards on the spaces which seem bare because 
of one’s dwindling social life which has, most likely, been dwindling be- 
cause one has spent so much time on the success of one’s bulletin board 
that she hasn’t had time for anything else. 


Sandra Olson 
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COLLEGE APPLICATION 


Report on yourself if you can 
Your experiences tell us a lot 
Avoid cliches 
Redundant displays 
Or college 

Will take vou 
Not. 


Victoria Glenn 



MODERN ERA 

A solitary figure 
Without hope 
Or destination. 
Life and its people 
Hasten onward, 
But the form 
Becomes lost 
In the crowd. 


Diane Turner 


THE DAWN OF A NEW LIFE 

The golden oval rises o’er the purple mountains. 

It warms the falling leaves and comforts dying fountains. 
It wakes all to laugh and sing. 

It rushes on the bubbling spring. 

A light is shed for the awakening day; 

Let all who live it rejoice and say — 

“This day has not been wasted; it ever stays’’ 

As the light sinks over the mountains gray. 


Nancy Scannell 


A THANKFUL HEART 


I have a thankful heart that I don’t live in Russia, where people are 
not free to say and to do as they please. 

Russia is chiefly rural. Under the Czars, most Russians lived in vil- 
lages or on scattered farms and on the estates of noblemen. Transporta- 
tion was undeveloped. The roads were miserable and, in winter, sometimes 
impassable. Schools were few and poor. The people were devoted to the 
Orthodox Church. The family was very closely knit. 

The Communist Revolution of 1917 sought to change all the customs 
and habits of the people. The “dictatorship of the working class” took the 
place of the family and church. The Soviet masters closed churches and 
discouraged religion. 

Under the Communist rule, children were taught to spy and inform on 
parents who did not follow Communist rulings, and parents spied on their 
children. The workers soon lost almost every freedom they had enjoyed 
under the Czars. 

Originally, the Communists promised that workers would be rewarded 
according to their needs. Their slogan went: “From each according to liis 
ability; to each according to his need.” 

Supposedly, the father and mother of a large family would receive 
more wages than a single man or woman, while officials and factory man- 
agers would live in no better homes than the workman or peasant. This 
promise, however, was never fulfilled. 

Today, in Moscow, the workers live in small, crowded apartments, 
while the upper government officials and factory managers enjoy large 
apartments or spacious homes and have automobiles. 

The Communists also promised a classless society. Today, however, 
the class system is as strong in the Soviet Union as it has ever been any- 
where else. 

The United States is a strong, free, democratic country, for which 1 
have a thankful heart. 


SUSANNE FRISSELLE 


KIM 


Soft dark eyes, and short black hair, 
pink cheeks and a smile of heaven. Kim, 
to Mom and Dad you’re life itself; 
you’re their heartbeat, their every 
breath. Never hurt them; never fear 
them. Love like theirs you will never 
find again. Once they loved a little girl; 
she was just like you. She had the fea- 
tures of an angel, the grace of a prin- 
cess. They loved her very dearly, more 
than words can ever say. She gave them 
the best that she possessed, her gayness 
and her love. One night when this girl 
was driving to a nearby farm, the 
screech of tires and the clang of metal 
were heard. The trailer truck behind 
her was going too fast to stop. She went 
to God that night. Then, Kim, you had 
lost your parents when you were only 
five. These two people took you as 
theirs, and love you more than you will 
ever realize. Kim, give them the best 
which they deserve, your love and smile, 
and to them heaven will be on earth. 
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MY LOVE 

May I love thee 
May I hold thy hand 

As the sun fades away 
And water seeps through sand 
As we walk on. 

May I love thee 

Would thee listen to my prayers 

As the moon appears above 
And one loses all his cares 
While I dream on. 

May I love thee 

May I tell thee of my fears 

As my heart beats fast 
While you alone cause my tears 
And you are gone. 


Sandra Olson 



RECOLLECTIONS 

Pitterpat, pitterpat . . . the cold drops of rain resounded on the 
opaque pavement of the bustling city. Inside a desolate apartment, a small 
girl sat on a suitcase with her tiny nose pressed against the closed window- 
pane. Staring blankly at the icy shadows cast by the gigantic skyscrapers 
before her, Meg gradually raised her eyes to the clouds which lurked over- 
head. Slowly the dark gray and black of the foreboding sky dissolved into 
blue and gold, so that once again she was at the seashore with its white 
sands and deep blue waters — the seashore she called home. 

Running as fast she she could barefooted down the ambling beach, 
smelling the fresh salt air, and feeling the wind blow her long blond hair, 
Meg was once more in complete ecstasy. Finally as she tumbled joyously 
into a pile of warm sand, her tingling laughter seemed an answer to the 
call of the lone sea gulls. She then commenced to build a castle in the sand, 
using tiny sea shells and strands of algae for decoration. As the sun began 
to sink, she lasped into silence and gazed at the white waves rolling in and 
breaking over the jagged rocks jutting out from the faithful old light house 
on the point. Suddenly a feeling of loneliness mingled with tranquility 
swept over her. Here was the one place she felt the nearness of God so re- 
warding. The cool refreshing fog began to roll in with the coming of eve- 
ning . . . Awakening from her day dream mistified, Meg realized as she 
stared out at the buildings in front of her, that nothing could ever change 
her fond memories of the days when she romped at the seashore . . . Not 
even the fact that she would never walk again. 


Jennifer Bloomingdale 








HIS GIFTS 

Blue waves breaking o’er the surf. 

Echoing beyond the hidden green 
White caps rolling in 

Bathing the sand in salty sweetness 
Snow colored gulls soaring o’er head 
Framed by the brilliant sky 
All symbolizing 
free 

resounding 

beauty 

Florrie Burke 








TO BE ALONE 


She walked along the side of the 
dusty road with a certain air of obli- 
vion to the outside world. A black 
and white spotted dog, seeking atten- 
tion, ran up to her. She vaguely re- 
called her own dog and a little girl 
with bouncy blonde curls running af- 
ter him. He had been her first dog, 
her first precious possession, and too 
soon he had died. 

The road was beginning to widen 
as she neared the beach. Her hair was 
was caught up in the crisp and salty 
breeze. Young children in their color- 
ful suits were playing in the sand, 
yelling to their friends and jumping 
the waves as they ran along the shore. 

How well she remembered her early 
school years; how she wished she could return to those days upon days of 
carefree and fun-loving innocence. She remembered the games of jump- 
ing rope, marbles, and hopscotch which used to occupy so much of her 
time. She remembered her friend who, with her sparking blue eyes of de- 
termination, had the courage to climb the tallest tree and swim the farthest 
length. How she envied her friend’s courage; how she envied her friend 
who now had such a loving husband and bright, young children. 

As the sun reflected the glistening gold of the ring she had received 
at boarding school, she remembered the night she had graduated. Her 
four years had been filled with learning, and adventure, with dances and 
beaus, with her adolescent, yet so seemingly adult, heartbreaks and sor- 
rows. She had gone to so many parties and gatherings, yet they seemed 
to be jumbled and vague now and she felt only the slight sensations of the 
anxieties and excitement during tender moments of love and acceptance 
which seemed to forever linger in her mind. But quickly her friends had 
parted, and those promised letters were never written. Sometimes she 
would hear of one becoming successful, of one being married, or of one 
dying. She remembered her family; her parents and her brother, and of 
waiting for them to land at the airport. It had been so long since she had 
seen them and they had seemed proud and pleased to be able to sit in the 
front row in her school gymnasium and watch her receive her diploma. 
But that night there were three empty seats in that row and even tears 
couldn’t express the tragedy which had over-shadowed her life; her diplo- 
ma was meaningless. 

The coolness of the water covered her feet and the sudden splash of a 
wave brought her back to the present. She walked slowly into the water. 
Its wetness soon glistened on her skin and with strong determination she 
plunged into its depths. She swam and swam until her heart beat fast and 
her arms and legs became too heavy to lift. The ocean waves seemed to 
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raise her and carry her inward. She struggled against them as she had 
struggled in the past against all that had formed her darkened existence. 
But again a power greater than her own strength kept her afloat and she 
drifted weightlessly toward shore. 

Wet and exhausted, she fell on the sand and wept in humble solitude. 
Somewhere there must be an answer. 

Sandra Olson 






MEMORIES 


All things pass 

Yet the soft shadow of a memory 

Brings on a golden wings 
Remembrance of a love 


Passed 


But never gone 


Sue Penniman 
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THEIRS NOT TO REASON WHY 


The man pushed the red button that was 
set in the metal panel board surrounded by 
numerous flashing lights. Instantly he felt 
his underground apartment shudder and he 
watched a crack spread its spider-like webb 
across the floor. As the rumbling of the 
ground continued, he was thrown forcefully 
against one of the cold concrete walls of the 
bunker. Slowly he could feel the earth settle 
again to its normal pace as the unleashed 
fury of the bomb subsided. 

Sitting against the wall breathing air still saturated with dust, he won- 
dered what it must have been like out there when the murderous bomb 
exploded and millions upon millions of people were exterminated. For an 
instant he perceived a faint image of his wife and three children. He dis- 
tinctly remembered the words of an eminent scientist. “People that are 
not annihialated directly by the tremendous heat and force generated by 
a nuclear fission bomb, will die within a day or two from the intense ra- 
diation of the fallout.” 

Nevertheless, he did not consciously regret his final action: hadn’t he 
been trained, analyzed, and brainwashed for this moment for the past five 
years? Hadn’t the great minds concluded that in case of an enemy attack 
we must retaliate? Why shouldn’t the great minds be right ? 

It was all so hopeless. Could this he the result of man’s numerous ef- 
forts: this final and ultimate destruction ? Who was to blame for it? Was 
it the scientist who had created this dreaded weapon and who now pushed 
the red button, or was it a degenerated civilization which by its own decree 
no longer deteriorated, no longer breathed. 

Looking at his watch he noted that an hour had passed. He calculated 
that 859( of the world’s population was dead. Presently he became aware 
of this horrible nightmare’s reality. He became less objective as he heard 
for the first time the omnipresent silence. His body absorbed the stillness. 
Life became unbearable. At length he knew. There was no alternative for 
him; there never had been. Perhaps even the great minds had known 
there would be none. 

From a drawer in his desk he took an army forty-five automatic which 
he raised slowly to his temple. Before he pulled the trigger one last thought 
entered his mind. He wondered if somewhere in the infinite cosmos an 
omnipotent being had not observed all, wondered why, then concluded 
that an animal which has been given the capacity to think will use it for 
some inexplicable reason — in this case to destroy itself. BANG . . . 



Nancy Nevius 
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LIFE’S DEFEAT 

Bare branches, stripped of all their glory 
Emerging from a scarlet light 
Now loom brown and lonely 
Enveloped in soliloquy. 

Remnants of leaves 

Float, glide, drop to their ruination 
Crushed under man’s overpowering feet 
This, the eternal struggle for existence. 


Florrie Burke 




ETERNAL SEASONAL CYCLE 


Air crispens 
Leaves fall 

Daylight lessens 
Birds leave 

School commences 
Fall comes 

Snow falls 

Sleigh bells ring 
Ice forms 

Skaters shout 

Christmas approaches 
Winter enters 
Breezes freshen 
Grass sprouts 
Days lengthen 
Life quickens 

Graduation looms 
Spring hursts 
Warmth dominates 
Pines whisper 
Waves lap 

Relaxation prevails 
Camps open 

Summer arrives 




Julie Upham 


APRIL IMPRESSION 

wall with ivy 
a touch of green 

rolling meadow 
smatterings of pink 

lingering softness 

images of youth and freshness 
a sudden peace 

all spring 


Sue Penniman 


THOUGHTS ON A QUIET NIGHT 


Encompassed by the silence, 

Listening to the earth speak to the soul. 

He heard . . . 

And for an awe-filled moment 
Was suspended between two worlds, 

Rich with the meaning of life. 

Until he awakened, only to find 
He had lost it. 

Nancy Nevius 


SUMMER’S SUBSTANCE 


Golden summer 

Would lack its fire 
Would lose its flame 

And die to scarlet embers 
If this flame of flames 
This spark of fun 

Were lost in ashes 

Sue Penniman 


TWILIGHT PERSONIFIED 

Rosy river 
From a golden lake 

Crosses a mauve hillside 
The land of the sky 

Thy kingdom come 


Sue Penniman 



THE WORLD OF WONDER 

Surrounded by beautiful mountain ranges and the shimmering water 
of Lake Tahoe, I cautiously mounted the largest ski lift in the world lo- 
cated at Squaw Valley, California. A surge of excitement raced through 
my entire being as I felt the first pull of the chair. The tension and thrill 
mounted as I pulled inch by inch into a vast space inhabited only by 
clouds forming white puffs among the endless amount of vivid blue color- 
ing. 

The sky revealed its undisguised beauty and made me feel as a noisy 
intruder in its realm of unbelievable splendor. The spell was broken when 
I reached the top, but here there were new revelations to greet me. Re- 
cently held in Squaw Valley were the Olympic Games symbolizing brother- 
hood and friendly relations. The beautiful young Swedish girl who greeted 
me at the top seemed to be a living symbol of this idea of world spirit. 

After a brief interval, I began the slow descent down the mountain. 
The surrounding country spread itself like a magnificent fan in full view 
before my eyes. Miles of rocky landscape dotted with vibrant blue waters 
emerged as if by magic. 

A close surveyance revealed the many resplendent buildings erected 
for the Olympics. The dominant electric blue color of the structures 
caught my eyes and held them there long enough so that I was able to see 
their great art and symmetry. 

Once more on solid ground I felt like one who had just returned from 
fantasy land. It gave me a good feeling to know that in our world of toil 
and trouble there is an atmosphere of beauty and quiescence. 

Florrie Burke 



METALLIC NIGHT 

As dusk creeps silently over the majestic city of New York and lays 
her carpet of night, clusters of oblique, metallic buildings are silhouetted 
against the horizon, symbolizing the power and fortitude of a great na- 
tion and its determined people. Here in a city with its flashing and passion- 
ate life live people of all nationalities and faiths, some seeking refuge, others 
seeking its promising nourishments of the mind and body. 

At night the city awakens and the millions of sparkling lights which 
illuminate her grandeur beckon and call to these people of hope and pro- 
mise. Her brilliant neon lights and signs of the famed Broadway and Times 
Square seem to electrify the crowds of people pushing and pressing their 
way through the traffic jammed streets: Here a shoeshine man, there a 
newspaper stand. People lose their identity and are devoured by the whirl- 
ing, twirling excitement of the mass. At the same time, colorful taxi cabs 
honk impatiently at each other as their loquacious drivers take passengers 
to the numerous theaters and restaurants in the vicinity. 

But the night moves on and her noise and gaiety become symbols of 
another day gone by. Slowly the wee small hours of the morning emerge 
and the rain begins to fall softly on the barren pavement, casting a spell of 
silent mysticism over the dormant city. While walking along the desolate 
streets of the Village and feeling the cold, damp rain, the vastness of the 
city closes in and it becomes a small, quiet town. Enchantment and lone- 
liness settle over all, and the Little Church Around the Corner becomes the 
lasting symbol of faith and hope. Gradually the sun begins to rise in the 
distance, and the tall, erect skyscrapers reach upward towards the heavens 
of another day. These are the majestic creations of the great city — New 
York. 

Jennifer Bloomingdale 
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A OUTRANCE 

We three 

sit together 

and smile at the 
curtains 
talk together 

of the rain on 
the grass 
walk together 

in a night enveloping 
us separately 
and still 
dare 
to call 
ourselves 
friends. 



NON COMPOS MENTIS 
When the wallpaper 
starts 
talking 
back 

It’s time to smile 
at 
the 

broken 

glass. 


Nancy Nevius 


LA NOUVELLE MODE 


“I am tired of being plain Jane Murphy. If only I were able to find an 
exotic hair style, it would change my whole outlook on life. People would 
notice me as I walked by because my countenance would make me appear 
interesting. If only.” . . . Everyday of every week, every year, women 
the world over dream of new and different hairdos that will give them a 
flair of the unusual. Eventually, their steps lead them to the beauty parlor 
for the “big change.” 

Walking through the portal, one is struck by some 3,000 photographs 
of beautiful “femme fatales” with The New Look. Reading the sign, “You 
too can look like this,” most women turn to their hairdresser, sighing, 
“Make me look as beautiful as that brunette in the photograph on the back 
wall.” Being the obedient type, she proceeds to set up her equipment. 

First comes the razor. Everyone knows that hair is always cut with 
a razor blade! Madame Fifi, a talkative companion as well as a superb 
hairdresser, assuages your fears as she removes large chunks of your au- 
burn locks. “Don’t be bothered by the fact that your hair is in two-inch 
lengths all over your head. When it is curled, you will look lovely. There 
really is an advantage to having your hair grow so slowly. What? Why 
you won’t have to have it cut again for a few years. I’m sure you will love 
it this new way.” For the present moment she has relieved you again and 
conversation drifts to the family, mutual friends, and life in general. 

You are actually enjoying yourself until Fifi takes the scissors and 
cuts hair in the back of your head at one-half inch lengths. Your heart 
jumps and a slight yelp emerges from your frightened throat. Once again 
Fifi explains that these are merely thinning shears and not real scissors. 
“Never fear,” she explains, “Fifi knows how to style hair.” 

A compatible atmosphere resumes and you appear to be entirely com- 
plaisant. You have faiih in the hairdresser’s capabilities, but just to be on 
the safe side, you keep an eye on her by staring casually in the mirror. 

Madame Fifi is amazing! She not only talks, smokes, and drinks cof- 
fee while she is making you a new person, but she manages to place thirty- 
seven rollers on your head. Wait until husband, Jim, hears about this. 
Won’t he be surprised! 

Under the dryer you go for an hour. Five minutes later you look up 
from the Ladies Home Journal and think to yourself, “Heavens, how am I 
going to ever set my hair myself?” Calm resumes again as you decide to 
come to the beauty salon every week. After all, it is the least one can do 
to make herself more attractive for others. Who wants to look at a plain 
female. 

Half an hour later, panic seizes you. “How am I going to pay for these 
weekly appointments? With inflation the way it is, it must cost $2.00 for 
a cut and $3.50 for a shampoo and set. 

Your worries are interrupted as Fifi appears, all smiles, to remove 
you from the boiling dryer. You cannot help but feel a twinge of anger . . . 
She is getting paid, not paying. No wonder she is grinning so. Oh, well, 
perhaps it will be worth all the money. The hairstyle is obviously going to 
be beautiful. 


As each curler is removed, anticipation mounts. Finally, the last cur- 
ler is placed in the tray and you find yourself overcome by eagerness for 
this becoming change. Naturally, as all hairdressers do, Fifi has to brush 
it out for five minutes. People say this conditions each strand, but every- 
one knows that it is just to keep you in suspense. Oh, she picks up the 
comb, she draws it through your shining tresses, and . . . your heart sinks. 
The hair-do that made the little brunette look like an angel from heaven 
makes you look like Princeton’s Tiger. “Help ! Panic ! What is there to do? 
Should I tell Fifi what I really think of it? Should I refuse to pay? Help!” 

Being a member of the gentle timorous sex, one merely utters, “It 
looks fine, Fifi. How much do I owe you?” Donning a scarf, one hurries 
home to see what she can do to make the new Jane look like the plain Jane 
of yesterday. 

Linda Wolf 









A DIFFERENT WORLD 


I walked into the warm, friendly room of the house and was introduced 
by my friend to her great aunt, Auntie. I felt a stillness about the room. 
Even as the sun streamed through the tall, narrow windows, it appeared 
to be dim and hazy inside. A strange feeling of peace settled over me as 
Auntie began talking to us. Her softness and easiness of manner height- 
ened my sensations. 

As time quickly passed, I noticed a child’s rocking chair in the corner 
of the room. I looked around with more alertness and saw some records 
and a radio on a nearby table. My curiosity was stimulated by these appear- 
ances which seemed so out-of-place in relationship to the mood I had first 
experienced. 

I heard a child’s voice outside, the voice of a little girl calling to her 
Auntie. As the door was opened I became acquainted with Susie, one of 
the prettiest six-year-olds I had ever seen. Her light hair fell softly around 
her face and her arms stretched open with only the warmth of innocence 
that a child can have. She walked directly to her chair and as she rocked 
a sweet lullaby filled the dim room and the maze seemed to lift as this 
beautiful child brought life and enchantment into the house. Yet one could 
sense that she was in a different world, for Susie was blind and could not 
share our visions of her loveliness. 

Sandra Olson 


UNFORESEEN 

Endlessly I trodded on 

Through this dark and dismal 
land 

Breathlessly I followed a path 
My aching body bent in 
torment 

Apprehensively I carried on 
Not knowing what to expect 

Suddenly I looked and beheld 
The peace and beauty of 

this fearful land. 


Linda Wilkinson 



TO A SPIRIT 

I live alone 

And the peace of the night 

Protects me 
And the glare of the day 

Hides me 
And when I walk 

The presence of God 
Is near me 



Sue Penniman 


LE DEBUT TRES CHIC 


Anne Christian turned from staring at the 
bar-like icicles outside her window to look 
once again at the dress hanging in all its 
glory across the room. In actuality it was a 
lovely thing, softly molded white satin with 
yards of skirt and intricate embroidery; a 
dress that many girls would have loved just 
to touch. But Anne was getting to hate 
white, from those icicles, to her mother’s 
ever-proper white gloves and to this dress. 
It seemed as though everything white she 
came in contact with made her a prisoner 
and now with the culmination, the ordeal of 
ordeals drawing closer, she felt even more 
helpless than usual. 

Her reverie was broken by her mother’s 
especially cultivated “socialite” voice, “Anne, 
darling don’t just sit there, you should be 
resting, with your feet up so don’t just sit.” 
And then for the one hundredth time in a 
week: “Honestly, darling, you don’t seem to 
realize that you are on the brink of the thing 
I’ve worked for since the day you were born; 
I wish you’d show a little more interest.” The 
same old speech just as she had been hearing 
it, for how long she did not even know. The 
same words droning over and over, “The 
finest hotel, the best band, the cream of so- 
ciety,” why what more could she ask for in 
this, her debut? 

Later on in the brightly lit, over-decorated ballroom Anne reflected 
on her afternoon thoughts. Just as she had expected, it was bad, but then 
it was only typical for it was no different from any of the other parties she 
had attended this season.. All the same girls were dancing with all the 
same boys and the only difference was that tonight it was her mother flit- 
ting about with the high color and sparkling eyes being utterly charming 
to all the “right” people. 

She was thinking of retiring to the powder room for a short nap when 
suddenly. Anne found herself dancing with her father. She looked up into 
his face to see a strangely proud glow that she had never noticed before. 
“Princess,” he said, “You know you’re really grown up when you can en- 
dure one of these ordeals, the way everyone else is, just for the sake of one 
mother.” She smiled softly and suddenly felt a burden lifted from her 
heart and her entire being seemed to flow with weightless, effortless grace. 
Demurely she replied “Oh, Daddy, it’s really quite gay.”. 



Sue Penniman 


FOG 

Fog — ethereal being 

devouring reality 


RETROSPECTION 
I look back 
Upon my 
Childhood 
And see a 
Scarlet rose 
Slowly being 
Devoured 
By beetles. 


A GENERATION AWAKENS 

Did you ever see a neurotic 
adolescent 
Beating his little 
head against the 
wall 

or sitting in a corner 
playing 

with broken glass 
His shattered dreams 
and 

wondering who 
knocked the bottom out 


Sue Penniman 


Nancy Nevius 


Sue Penniman 
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Engagements 

Carolyn Abbott to Mr. David Eric Woodward of Houston, Texas. Mr. 
Woodward is attending The Agricultural and Mechanical College of Texas. 
A late summer wedding is planned. 

Joanne Copenhaver to Mr. Edward D. Fowler of Governor’s Island, 
Laconia, New Hampshire. Mr. Fowler, who is the brother of Gretchen 
Fowler Manter, was graduated from Kimball Union Academy and Middle- 
bury College. 

Joan Goodale to Ensign Bernard G. Koetlier, United States Naval Re- 
serve, of Pelham Manor, New York. Ensign Koetlier is a graduate of Brown 
University. The wedding will take place this summer. 

Barbara Ann Morse to Mr. Brian Edward Bednarz of Freeport, New 
York. Mr. Bednarz attended Chaminade School and was graduated from 
Union College in the Class of 1960. He is now a student at Albany College 
of Medicine. 

Marriages 

June 11, 1960 — Rita Lamontagne to Mr. Samuel Bowlby in Manches- 
ter, New Hampshire. 

August 13, 1960 — Serena Blyth to Mr. Robert Leo Miner in Green- 
wich, Connecticut. Mr. and Mrs. Miner are at home at 8 Baxter Street in 
Westboro, Massachusetts. 

August 27, 1960 — Diana Purdy to Mr. Richard Combes in Rockport, 
Massachusetts. Mr. and Mrs. Combes are living in Miami, Florida. 

August 27, 1960 — Betsie Wagner to Mr. Harrison Merrill Davis, 3rd, 
in Newburgh, New York. Diane Shearer served as one of Betsie’s brides- 
maids. 

September 3, 1960 — Karen Hansen to Mr. William Graham Cowan 
in Huletts Landing, New York. Mr. Cowan, whose home is in Edinburgh, 
Scotland, was graduated from Cambridge University. The Cowans make 
their home in Glasgow, Scotland, where Mr. Cowan is managing director 
of J. H. Carruthers and Company, Ltd., an engineering firm. 

September 3, 1960 — Estelle Heifetz to Mr. Jack Charles Hayman in 
Canton, Massachusetts. Phyllis Heifetz Ponty was her sister’s matron-of- 
honor. Mr. and Mrs. Hayman are living at 22 Atlantic Street, Lynn, Massa- 
chusetts. 

September 4, 1960 — Linda Benner to Louis Rigby Maxwell, Jr., Lieu- 
tenant, United States Marine Corps, in Chevy Chase, Maryland. 

September 10, 1960 — Nancy Wolf to Mr. Ralph Aldace Stewart, Jr., 
in Dedham, Massachusetts. Barbara Van Horne was a member of the wed- 
ding party and Linda Wolf was Nancy’s maid-of-lionor. This year the 
Stewarts are living at 99 Hancock Street, Apartment # 1, Cambridge, Massa- 
chusetts, while Mr. Stewart completes his senior year at Harvard College. 

October 22, 1960 — Cynthia Migliore to Mr. Aldo G. Franceschi in 
Melrose, Massachusetts. Mr. and Mrs. Franceschi are spending this winter 


in Pasadena, California, but expect to return East in time for Mr. Fran- 
ceschi to resume his studies in horticulture. 

December 23, 1960 — Barbara Scobie to Mr. Manuel Jose Gonzales 
Sanchez in Fort Montgomery, New York. 

December 26, 1960 — Harriet Moore to Mr. Dana Karl Denault, En- 
sign, United States Naval Reserve, in Salem, Massachusetts. 

January 7, 1961 — Constance Veevers to Mr. Elton Beckwith McCaus- 
land, Jr., in Binnigen, Switzerland. Mr. McCausland, who was graduated 
from Williams College in the Class of 1957, is associated with CIBA, Inc., 
Fairlawn, New Jersey, and is at present assigned to the company’s home 
office in Basel, Switzerland, where the McCauslands are at home at 28 
Lindenhof Strasse. 

February 3, 1961 — Mary Mapes to Mr. Russell Spencer Bishop, 3rd, 
in Allendale, South Carolina. 

April 8, 1961 — Louise Hanson to Mr. David Cutler in North Andover, 
Massachusetts. Mr. Cutler is a graduate of The Noble and Greenough 
School and Harvard College, Class of 1945, where he was a member of the 
Porcellian Club and the Hasty Pudding Institute of 1770. He is a veteran 
of World War II and the Korean War. He also attended The Harvard 
Graduate School of Business Administration and is now assistant control- 
ler of the Andover plant of the Raytheon Company. 

April 8, 1961 — Constance Shoesmith to Mr. Ray Robert Durrett in 
Durham, North Carolina. 

Births 

A daughter to Mr. and Mrs. Nathan E. Meyerhoff (Helen Yafa) on 
March 17, 1960. The Meyerhoffs live at 9108 Keating Avenue in Skokie, 
Illinois. 

A daughter, Kimberly Sterling, to Mr. and Mrs. Eric Dunn (Miriam, 
better known as “Bunny”, Rand) on July 20, 1960. 

A son, Russell Duane, to Mr. and Mrs. Russell Applegate (Mary Duane) 
on July 31, 1960. 

A daughter. Daphne, to Mr. and Mrs. James Apostolou (Demetra Tikel- 
lis) on August 6, 1960. The Apostolous also have a new address: 11 Maple- 
wood Terrace, Haverhill, Massachusetts. 

A daughter, Esther, to Mr. and Mrs. Nicolas Neuman (Elsa Freyer) 
on August 12, 1960, in Mexico City, Mexico. 

A son, Peter Burgess, to Mr. and Mrs. Henry L. Griggs, Jr. (Lynne 
Patrick) on September 10, 1960. 

A daughter, Wendy Shaw, to Lieutenant and Mrs. John Butterfield 
(Priscilla Babson) on September 28, 1960. 

A daughter, Stephanie Lyne, to Mr. and Mrs. George K. Papazian 
(Ruth Bailey) on November 13, 1960, in Wilmington, Delaware. 

A daughter, Holly, to Lieutenant and Mrs. George Schofield, Jr. (Cyn- 
thia Burrage) on January 8, 1961. 

Deaths 

Eleanor Preston Gifford of Medellin, Colombia, South America, in 
Manchester, New Hampshire, on January 29, 1960. 

General 

It is with great pride that we announce that once again Elizabeth Can- 
dee has received honors at Wheaton College. Word was received this fall 
that she had qualified for their Dean’s List because of the high calibre of 
her work during the two past semesters. Congratulations, Betsey! 


We have also been extremely proud of Vicki Kiser’s success in her 
chosen field, the theatre. Following her summer tour in “Royal Enclosure” 
with Celeste Holm, which was reported in our last issue, Vicki won the 
part of The Girl in a road company of “J. B.”, starring Sheppard Strud- 
wick, John Carradine, and Frederic Worlock. The tour has taken them 
to many places en route to the West Coast and, as this goes to press, back 
East through the Southern states. We received newspaper notices from Los 
Angeles and Hollywood sent us by Miss Kathryn Mulhern, who, I’m sure 
you’ll be sorry to learn, has resigned as secretary at school and now lives 
in California. Vicki’s notices are most complimentary. We think it’s won- 
derful ! 

Eleanor Dodge Sullivan wrote an interesting description of the Sul- 
livans’ life in their new home in Rancho Sante Fe, California. They have 
five acres containing stables, a pool, and about everything children could 
possibly want. They have three horses — two they show and a colt Eleanor 
is training. It’s easy to understand the reason when Eleanor writes that 
after training the horses, caring for the stables, the garden, and the chil- 
dren she’s ready for bed. She loves it, however, and she wasn’t too tired 
to spend a delightfully evening recently with Maggie Meginnity Pond and 
her husband. Eleanor says Maggie never changes ! 

Another member of the Rogers Hall family who has gone West to 
live is Mrs. Mary Tremble. As did Miss Mulhern, Mrs. Tremble retired this 
summer and many alumnae will miss her when they return to school for a 
visit. She is dividing her time between her three sons, two of whom live 
in California and the third in Kansas. We miss her, too. 

Many alumnae will be interested to learn of the birth of a son, Peter 
John, to Mr. and Mrs. James Blanchard on August 22, 1960. Mrs. Blan- 
chard was formerly Miss Constance Miltimore and was Director of Physical 
Education at Rogers Hall before her marriage. 

Lisa Sleeper writes that her European trip last summer was one of the 
most wonderful experiences to be imagined. Now she is finding the change 
from Rogers Hall to The University of South Carolina rather staggering, 
but, nevertheless, she’s enjoying it. 

A Christmas card from Judy Parker tells us that she is working in 
publicity with Time, Inc., in New York City. She says she loves it and ac- 
tually feels like a career woman. 

Diane Dubrule wrote a most appreciative letter to Mrs. MacGay con- 
cerning the preparation for college she had received at Rogers Hall. It did 
all our hearts good! Diane, who began in The College of Engineering at 
Cornell University, has decided to transfer to The College of Liberal Arts. 
She has decided that she would not be happy studying entirely technical 
subjects for the next five years or being a Chemical Engineer in later years. 

Wendy Elliott wrote that she was entering The University of Colorado 
last fall. She will major in Drama and Speech. 

We are very excited over the prospect of having Carolyn Abbott give a 
piano recital at Rogers Hall this spring. Lyn is graduating from The Phila- 
delphia Conservatory of Music this year and has been asked to play at their 
Commencement Exercises which, she admits, is quite an event. She will 
play a Mozart concerto with the conservatory orchestra before an audience 
of about a thousand. Through the year Lyn has given several concerts, 
both in her home town of Camden, Maine, and in Philadelphia. It will be 
a great privilege to have her play for us. 


A letter from Barbara Saek tells us that she is now at Bryn Mawr Col- 
lege. She also wrote that Carol Sue Rosenblum Jacobs now lives some- 
where in New Jersey and that Maria Macaya has been Mrs. Carlos Pinto 
for three years and has two children. The Pintos live on a plantation near 
San Jose, Costa Rica. 

We are sorry to inform you of the death on January 6, 1960, of Whit- 
ney Adams Jenkins, the son of Mr. and Mrs. Dean Jenkins (Marjorie 
Adams). He was graduated from Dartmouth College in the Class of 1956 
and The Amos Tuek Graduate School of Business Administration in 1959. 
He was an otlicer in the Army Reserve and an accountant in New York, 
where he belonged to the Dartmouth and the University Clubs. He enjoyed 
music and squash and tournament contract bridge among other things such 
as travel and the theatre. In view of his great interest in music, his family 
and friends are establishing a seat in The New Lincoln Center Philharmonic 
Hall in New York. 

From Barbara Van Horne we learned that Pat Haass didn’t return to 
Stephens College for her second year. Instead, she spent it in Europe! 

Another former Physical Education Director sent us the announce- 
ment of the birth of a son, Philip Christian, on October 23, 1960. The 
announcement was made by Mr. and Mrs. John Dederer. Many alumnae 
will remember Mrs. Dederer as the former Miss Susan Dickey. 

This summer Susie Fisher Bennett visited school, bringing with her 
her two children as well as Teddy and Mr. and Mrs. Fisher. Sue told us that 
her husband, John, was to continue his studies this year at The University 
of Michigan, where they would live in one of the married couples’ dormi- 
tories. Their address is 1781 Cram Circle, Northwood Apartments *2, Ann 
Arbor, Michigan. 

Another position of vast importance, that of the present Secretary of 
the Treasury, has come to the husband of Phyllis Ellsworth Dillon. The 
Dillons have had an extremely interesting life as prior to this post Mr. Dil- 
lon was Ambassador to France and during the Eisenhower Administration, 
Undersecretary of State. 

We were sorry to learn that because of poor health Virginia Tutweiler 
Hoshor is no longer working. Maybe we shouldn’t be sorry, however, as 
she writes she’s feeling better and is thoroughly enjoying her lazy life. 
Virginia lives in a hotel apartment at 5056 Washington Boulevard, Chica- 
go, Illinois. 

Constance Crafts Foster writes that she is “in real estate, insurance, 
and is going into appraising” in Madison, Wisconsin. She calls it, “Amaz- 
ing!” 

A nice letter from Jean Mcllwraith McCally tells us of her busy life 
in Cleveland, Ohio, where her husband, Michael, better known as “Mike”, 
is an intern. When Jean is not looking out for her son, Matthew, aged two, 
she is doing volunteer work for The Cleveland Orchestra or taking music 
lessons at The Cleveland Music School Settlement. All this will change, 
she says, when they go -into the Air Force next July ! 

Mary Jane Filer Platt’s life is also a busy one as she has two little boys, 
six and three, and this fall she took over the post of the Junior League Pro- 
visional Chairman in Erie, Pennsylvania. She writes that she’s been up to 
her ears in notebooks! We don’t know much about the other members of 
the Filer family since Margarita’s wedding, except that we have had the 
opportunity to see the two new dormitories at Phillips Academy, Andover, 


which were designed by Libbey Filer Anderson’s husband, Tim. They are 
truly remarkable and we were thrilled to have seen them. We understand 
that Tim is now working on the new science building for the Academy. It 
sounds like a tremendous responsibility. 

Judy Kochs Shaw and her husband, Nelson, now live at 1159 Wauki- 
gan Road, Deerfield, Illinois. 

A Christmas card from Maria Bright tells us that she is terribly hap- 
py as her childhood dream has finally been fulfilled. She is teaching three- 
year olds at the Beacon Hill Nursery School in Boston. 

As Jack, Judy Enos Andrews’ husband, is nearly ready to retire from 
the Navy and they will no longer have to pack up and move at the will of 
the government, they have bought a house at 9229 Harton Road, Lynhaven, 
Virginia. Judy says it’s their dream house ! 

Lucie Meyer is in San Francisco, California. She is working at Saks 
Fifth Avenue, selling and modeling. Lucie thinks its quite a city, especially 
as she lives on Nob Hill and rides the cable cars to work every day. 

Cynthia Irelan moved into an apartment at 426 East 83rd Street in 
New York City last summer. She wrote that she just couldn’t stand living 
in a furnished room another minute. Cynthia had great fun furnishing it. 
She lives alone except for a small white cat that she adores. 

Lucy Fowle Riuter has a new job which sounds ideal. She is connected 
with The Bancroft School in Haddonfield, New Jersey, where she will he 
for eight months of the year, the other four being spent in Maine. She 
didn’t say just what the position is, but the locations are perfect. 

A letter from Elsa Walker Smith to Mrs. MacGav tells us that she and 
her husband. Dr. Robert H. Smith, and their three children have lived in 
Elmira, NeAV York, for the past five years. Dr. Smith is a Radiologist at 
the Arnot-Ogden Hospital and the Smiths love Elmira and are happy to 
have settled down at last after many years of moving. Their address is 75 
Larchmont Road. 

Melanie Sulouff is spending the year in France with the Finch College 
group. Her address is Hotel Queen Elizabeth, Paris. 

While Mrs. MacGay was in New York this fall attending the meetings 
of The Headmistresses Association of the East, she had a good visit with 
Edna Hartley Peck and her husband, Fred. Although it hardly seemed 
possible, Mrs. MacGay vowed that neither one of them looked a day older 
than when she used to chaperon them, lo, these many years ago ! Was it 
all of forty? 

Dorothy Winship Lewis and her husband Bob are much excited over 
the new house they have begun to build. Dorothy suggested that it might 
be well to add a few courses to the Rogers Hall curriculum: namely, bud- 
geting, land clearing, architecture, and liniment wielding! 

Anne Dennler and her family have moved from Fairfield, Connecti- 
cut, to 442 Lightfoot Road, Louisville, Kentucky. Anne says we’ll all have 
to go down for the Kentucky Derby. 

Older alumnae will be interested to learn that Miss Emma Bagster, 
for many years Housekeeper and Dietitian at Rogers Hall, celebrated her 
ninety-fourth birthday on March 24, 1961. Miss Bagster is as bright and 
alert as ever, remembering everything that happened during her years 
in the school as well as everyone she knew here. She is a truly remarkable 
person. 
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DEDICATION 

To Mrs. MacGay, we dedicate this yearbook, sincerely hoping that she will 
accept our gratitude for all the things that she has done for us and the entire school. 
Words cannot express our appreciation for her guidance and truly inspiring leader- 
ship. Although she leaves this year, her wisdom and understanding will remain with 
us as a continual reminder of the importance of further education and good taste. 

Over the past thirty years, Mrs. MacGay has made Rogers Hall not only an 
institution of educational achievement, but one of warmth and friendliness. In leav- 
ing, we, the class of ’61, can only thank you, Mrs. MacGay, for filling our years and 
the years of many others with the happiness and faith which will surely help us in the 
future and remain as a symbol of your devotion to us and to our school. 



i 


The Faculty 





EDITORIAL 

As our last year at Rogers Hall comes to an end, we look back with wiser eyes 
at many memorable events. As a class we have discovered the importance of responsi- 
bility and unity, both of which will confront us not only today but in the future. 

In leaving, we should continue to hold with us the impressions that these re- 
sponsibilities have made. Today we should especially be concerned with the depend- 
ence that will be placed on each of us as the upcoming generation in the country. By 
fulfilling our responsibilities and by exercising the so-carefully taught necessity of 
good judgment we must help to bring about not only unity among ourselves but 
also among the nations of the world. 

This may sound demanding yet we should be inspired to achieve this end. 
Through classroom discussions we have realized that compromises can and must be 
made. Through our participation in Cae and Kava club activities, we have wit- 
nessed the advantage of fair play and good sportsmanship. We have been able to 
develop a close association with our friends and, through the smallness of the school, 
a direct acquaintance with our teachers. Surely these assets have helped to pave our 
way toward a more easily attained understanding of each other and of the problems 
we may meet in years to come. How can we, then, possibly shirk our responsibility 
to ourselves, our neighbors, and our country? 

As we leave the security of the tall pillars and the memorable white picket 
fence, we can look back with warmth and understanding, thanking those who have 
helped us on our way to a more useful and productive life. 




SENIOR SONG 


Tune: “They Try To Tell Us We’re Too Young ” 

This year has now come to pass: 

Our memories will always last. 

We’ve had a lot of fun in the many things we’ve done 
And truly hope, 

We’ve been the helping ones. 

Remember Cae and Kava games; 

Your spirit must remain the same. 

But most important of them all 
Are your friendships 

We’ve had since fall. 

But most important of them all 
Are your friendships 

We’ve had since fall. 


Keath Hinsdale 
Sheila Donoghue 
Cookie Dusseault 
Marti Ferrini 


JENNIFER BLOOMINGDALE 

895 Park Avenue 
New York 21, New York 
President of the Senior Class 
Bouve-Boston School 

Cae Club; Cheerleading, ’59, ’60, ’61; Glee Club, ’59, 
’60; Dramatics, ’59, ’60, ’61; Bear and Lion, ’60; 
Splinters Literary Board. ’61; Literary Seminar, ’60; 
Chairman of Father-Daughter Day, ’61; Chairman of 
Senior Prom, ’61; Orphan Party, ’61; Senior Fair, ’61; 
Senior Luncheon, ’59; Hockey, ’59, ’60, ’61 Captain, 
’60; Basketball, ’’59, ’60, ’61; Volleyball, ’60, ’61, 
Second Team, ’59: Water Ballet, ’59; Honor Roll, ’59; 
Art Prize, ’59; Honorable Mention Dramatics, ’59, 
’60, ’61 : RH, ’59; Honorable Mention Current Events 
’61. 

Infectious laugh; city girl ; “ Out of the question ” ; 
Cornell ; Mathis; ... to thine ozvn self be true.” 




NANCY NEVIUS 

Fox Grape Road 
Flemington, New Jersey 
J T ice-President of Senior Class 
University of Colorado 

Kava Club; Class President, ’60; Bear and Lion. ’59, 
Editor, ’60; Splinters, ’60, ’61; Senior Luncheon, ’59, 
’60; Dramatics, ’59, ’60, ’61; Literary Seminar, ’60; 
Chairman Orphan Party, ’60; Senior Marshal, ’60; 
Senior Fair, Co-chairman, ’61; Senior Place Card, ’61; 
Hockey, ’61, Captain; Second, ’59, ’60; Volleyball, 
’59, ’60, ’61; Basketball, ’61, Captain, ’59, ’60; Base- 
ball, ’59, ’61; Splinters Award, ’59, ’61; R. H., ’61; 
Honorable Mention Dramatics, ’61. 

Midnight philosopher ; Persuasive Percussion ; con- 
temporary: searching. . . . (< Have more than thou shozv- 
est, Speak less than thou knozvest.” 



LESLIE BLACKWOOD 

29 Wedgemere Avenue 
Winchester, Massachusetts 
Greenbrier College 

Kava Club; Volleyball, ’60; Swimming manager, ’60; 
Basketball, Second Team, ’61; Softball manager, ’61; 
Water Ballet, ’61; Bear and Lion, ’ 59 ; Dramatics, ’59; 
Neatness Award. ’60; Usher at Plays, ’59, ’60; Head 
Usher at Commencement, ’60; New Hampton Dance, 
’61; Senior Fair, ’61; Splinters Business Board, ’61. 

Winchester ; Southern charm; in MY car; “Hey, ah, 
Olson “ A merry heart maketh a cheerful counten- 
ance.” 



CAROL HAMILTON BRAINERD 


195 Concord Road 
Billerica, Massachusetts 


Lesley College 

Kava Club; Kava Bake sales; Glee Club, ’61 ; Usherette 
at musicale, ’60; Art class, ’60, ’61; Art of the week, 
’61 ; Typing Award, ’61 ; Senior Fair, ’61 . 

" . . . but I'm really trying” ; those horrible term pa- 
pers; a friendly smile. . . . “Though she be but little 
she is fierce.” 



FLORENCE REED BURKE 

6360 Forest Avenue 
Hammond, Indiana 
University of Arizona 

Kava Club; Tennis and Badminton Manager, TO; 
Softball, ’60; Hockey, Second, ’61; Basketball, ’61; 
Cheerleading, ’60, ’61; Glee Club, ’60, ’61; Drama- 
tics, ’60, ’61; Seminar, ’60; Political Debate, ’61; 
Senior Luncheon, ’61; Orphan Party, ’60, ’61; An- 
dover Dance, ’60; Prom, ’61; Bear and Lion, ’60; 
Splinters Literary Board, ’60, ’61; Senior Prophecy, 
’61. 

righting spirit ; football players ; “raid the kitchen — 
who me?” ; studious . “The best way to have friends is 
to be one,” 




/ 


SHEILA DONOGHUE 

R. F. D. 2 
Rochester, Minnesota 
President of Kava Club 
Garland Junior College 

Kava Club; Senior Life Saving, ’61; Swimming Man- 
ager, ’59; Softball Manager, ’60; Back Stage Water 
Ballet, ’58, ’59, ’60, ’61; R. H., ’59; Kava Song, ’59; 
Undergrad-Senior Song, ’58; Senior-Undergrad Song, 
’61; French Club, ’60; Bridge Club, ’60; Dramatics, 
’59, ’60, ’61; Back Stage, ’59, ’60, ’61; Glee Club, ’61; 
Faculty Tea, ’61; Father-Daughter, ’59; Typing 
Award, ’60; Orphans’ Party, ’61; Senior Prom, ’61; 
Honorable Mention Music Appreciation, ’61. 

Pinky; “You trite , banal , commonplace thing!” ; Glee 
Club at last; neat bulletin boards. “One who willingly 
embarks on any cause.” 



JOHANNAH CLAIRE DUSSEAULT 

10 Hornbeam Hill Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
Endicott Junior College 

Cae Club; Student Council *61; Dramatics ’58, ’59, 
’60, ’61 (acting); Student Marshal ’60; Hockey ’58, 
’59, ’60, ’61; Volleyball, ’58, capt. ’59, capt. ’60, 
’61; Basketball, ’58, ’59, ’60, ’61; Swimming capt. 58, 
’59, ’60, capt. ’61; Softball, ’58, capt. ’59, ’60, ’61; 
Cheerleading, ’58, ’59, ’60, capt. ’61; Water Ballet, 
’58, ’59, ’60, capt. ’61; Badminton, ’59, ’60, ’61; R. H. 
award, ’58, ’59, ’60, ’61; Splinters (business), ’60, ’61; 
Undergraduate song, ’60; Prom, ’61; Honorable Men- 
tion, Dramatics, ’60, Dramatics Award, ’61; Athletic 
Award, ’61. 

PersoPMlity plus; DSSR; “Is there a doctor in the 
house? ” ; drama and beatniks. “ Laughter and good 
sense are a rare combination 


MARTHA ELLEN FERRINI 

72 Dartmouth Road 
Longmeadow, Massachusetts 
Marjorie Webster Junior College 

Kava Club; Cheerleading, ’58, ’59, ’61; Cheerleading 
Captain, ’60, ’61; Hockey, ’59, ’60, ’61; Volleyball, 
’58, ’59, ’60; Basketball, ’59, ’60, Captain 2nd ’61; 
Baseball, ’58, ’60, ’61; Swimming, ’58, ’59, ’61; Ten- 
nis, ’58, ’59, ’61; Water Ballet, ’58, ’59, ’60, ’61; Kava 
Song, ’58, ’59; Undergrad Song, ’58, ’60, Senior Song, 
’61; Dramatics-Backstage, ’59, ’60, ’61; Bear and 
Lion, ’60; Sophomore Class Representative, ’59; An- 
dover Dance, ’61; Father-Daughter Day, ’59; Senior 
Fair, ’61; R. H., ’61. 

That unde-eyed look; Andover; “Let’s really yell , 
kids” ; a true and uniting friend. “In thy face I see the 
map of honor , truth , and loyalty ” 





ELIZABETH LOUISE FISKE 

9 Billerica Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
Nasson College 

Kava Club; 2nd team basketball, ’60; 2nd team vol- 
leyball, ’60; 1st team volleyball, ’61; Water Ballet 
Script, ’61; Dramatics, ’60, ’61; Typing Awards, ’60; 
Andover Dance, ’60, 5 61 ; Class Day Usher, ’58; Usher 
for Commencement Day Exercises, ’59, ’60. 

Quiet ; confused in English class ; “Chevrolet transmis- 
sions — anyone ?” “A very gentle beast, and of good 
conscience ” 




ANNE GILGIS 

3200 Illinois Road 
Winnetka, Illinois 


Monticello College 

Cae Club; Glee Club, ’59, ’60, ’61; Dramatics, back- 
stage, ’61; Exeter Dance Committee, ’61; Usher at the 
Christmas Pageant, ’59. 

Enviable figure; “ light and bright” ; love those clothes / 
ivhat color hair?? “Prefer geniality to grammar ” 





i 


KEATH HINSDALE 

10 Gednay Way 
Newburgh, New York 

Centenary College For Women 

Cae Club, ’59, ’60, *61; Glee Club, ’59, ’60, ’61; Sec- 
tion Leader, ’60, ’61; Octet, ’59, ’60, ’61; Xmas Cho- 
ral Group, ’60; Dramatics, ’59, ’60; 2nd Basketball, 
'60; Basketball Manager, ’61; Tennis, ’60, ’61; Bad- 
minton, ’60; Orphan Committee, ’59, ’60; Halloween 
Chairman, ’60; Cae Carnival, ’61; Commencement 
Usher, ’60; Exeter Dance, ’61; Andover Dance, ’60; 
Senior-Undergrad Song, ’61; Splinters Business Board, 
'60, ’61. 

Black Chevy convertible — could it be Fran? ; “ window - 
watcher 9 ; Glee Club; pleated skirts . “A man is always 
better than a book.” 


VICTORIA MORROW GLENN 

Julian Street 
Rye, New York 
Endicott Junior College 

Cae Club; Cheerleading, ’60, ’61; Hockey, ’60, ’61; 
Basketball second, ’61; Swimming, ’61; Softball, ’60, 
second, ’61; Tennis, ’60; Dramatics, ’60; French Club, 
'60; New Hampton Dance', ’61; Art of the Week, ’61; 
Senior Fair, ’61; Cae Hockey Banquet, ’61. 

Golden girl ; forty-five minutes late ; Westchester 
County; “I’m not listening to you” ; ski bum. “ . . . for 
there is nothing either good or bad , but thinking makes 
it so.” 




JULIA ELIZABETH HUDSON 

305 Main Street 
Old Saybrook, Connecticut 
Wellesley College 

Kava Club; Second Team Hockey, ’61; Basketball 
Manager, ’61; Senior Lifesaving, ’61; Glee Club, ’60, 
’61; Council, ’61; Bear and Lion, ’60; Seminar, ’60; 
French Club, ’60; Dramatics, ’60, ’61; Political De- 
bate, ’61; Senior Luncheon, ’60; Andover Dance, ’61; 
Current Events Award, ’60, ’61; Time Award, ’61; 
Honorable Mention in Music Appreciation, ’61; Hon- 
or Roll, ’61; Special Award, ’61. 

A laugh that never quits ; better late than never; blond 
zvith blue eyes; “Oh, Oh, I know!” “Good to be merrie 
and wise A 




LOUISE VAN NATTA JACKSON 

90 Revere Road 

Roslyn Heights, New York 

Marjorie IJ'cbstcr Junior College 

Kava Club; Glee Club, ’60. ’61; Octet. '60, ’61; Splin- 
ters Business Board, ’60; Marshal for the Faculty. ’60; 
Dramatics, ’60, ’61; French Club, ’60: Andover Dance } 
’60; Volleyball, Second Team. ’60. ’61; Hockey. Sec- 
ond Team, ’61; Basketball, First Team Captain, ’61; 
Manager. Tennis and Badminton. Orphan Party, ’60. 

Jimmy; remember that basketball game?; “Cannon- 
bair ; a Kennedy fan. “ The tzoo noblest things zAiich 
arc szvcctness and light." 



BARBARA ANNE LAGE 

Boston Post Road 
Madison, Connecticut 

Cae Club; Octet, ’60, ’61, Head, *61; Glee Club, ’59, 
’60; Dramatics, '59, ’61, Acting and Backstage; French 
Club. ’60; Water Ballet. '60. ’61; Hockey, Second, ’61; 
Volleyball, '61. Manager; Basketball, Second. ’59, ’61, 
Captain. '61; Senior Life Saving, ’61. 

Bclafontc; soft lights; . . . and then they get seri- 
ous ; artist's temperament ; in the zoee small hours . . . 
"The hand that make her fair hath make her zvise” 



SALLY JEAN LETSON 


74 Ocean Avenue 
Portland. Maine 
Endicott Junior College 

Kava Club; Water Ballet, ’61; New Hampton Dance, 
'61; Softball Manager, "59; Senior Fair. '61; Drama- 
tics Backstage. '59, ‘60. '61; Splinters Business Board. 
'61; Chairman Chair Committee. ’60; Council, '61. 

Bozodoin — those college weekends ; happy-go-lucky ; 
]Vatch out , Endicott! “ The ready zoord the zvit zvill 
soon supply." 



HAL MAGUIRE 

Acton Road 

Westford, Massachusetts 
Mount Holyoke College 

Cae Club; Seminar, ’60; Bear and Lion. ’60; Senior 
Luncheon, ’60; Tennis and Badminton Manager. ’61: 
Dramatics, (acting and scenery) ’61; Senior Prom. 
’61; Splinters Literary Board, ’61; Honor Roll, ’61; 
Honorable Mention Current Events, ’61. 

Those unpredictable hic-citps ; zoitty remarks; never 
ready , always late . but she smiles as zee wait. “And 
torture one poor little zeord ten thousand z cays.” 


GAIL HODDINOTT MAYBERRY 

425 Center Street 
Bethlehem, Pennsylvania 
Fisher Junior College 

Cae Club; Swimming, ’59; Basketball Manager, ’59; 
Volleyball, ’61; Manager, ’60; Cheerleading, ’59, ’60, 
’61; Dramatics Backstage, ’59; Typing Award, ’59; 
Senior Luncheon, ’59; Bear and Lion, ’60; Hockey 
banquet place cards, ’60: Usher for Commencement 
play, ’60; Exeter Dance, ’60; Senior Prom, ’61; Senior 
Fair, ’61; Faculty Tea, ’61; Alumnae White Elephant 
Sale, ’61. 

Phone calls; fingernail polish; scarabs; “cut the rot!” 
As a favor to me . . . ; I^ove that home tozvn. “Twas 
fun about ivhich all her life revolved.” 






ANN FARLEY McCOY 

25 Wilshire Road 
Rochester 18, New York 


Sullins College 

Kava Club; Kava Talent Show, ’61; Orphan’s Party, 
’60; Chair Committee, ’60; Dramatics, ’61; Senior 
Fair, ’61; New Hampton Dance Committee, ’61. 

Petite; “ Silence is golden friendly to all; . . . 
JJ 7 herc arc my glasses?*' ‘77/ speak in monstrous little 
voice/* 


SANDRA LEE OLSON 

53 Wildwood Street 
Winchester, Massachusetts 
J dce-Presidcnt of the Student Council 
George U'ashington University 

Cae Club; Student Council Sec., ’60, ’61; Splinters 
’61, Ed-in-Chief; Glee Club, ’60, ’61; Dramatics, ’60, 
’61, (acting); Bear and Lion, ’60; Water Ballet, ’60, 
’61; Orphan Party, ’60, ’61; Volleyball, 2nd team, ’61; 
Halloween, ’61; Typing Award, ’60; Exeter Dance, 
’60; Prom, ’61; Cae Carnival, ’61; Senior Fair, ’61; 
Senior Life Saving, ’61. 




“Blonde-bomb" ; a sincere friend; confused by Leslie 
and Exeter boys; “I dont believe it!" “Nothing ever 
interferes until my U'ork, unless something comes up." 


LINDA SUE PENNIMAN 

4226 Gull Lake Drive East 
Hickory Corners, Michigan 
University of Michigan 

Cae Club; Swimming Team, ’60, ’61; Water Ballet. 
Manager, ’60, Team, ’61; Cheerleading, ’61: Drama- 
tics, Sets, ’60, Make-up, ’61: Orphan Party. ’60; In- 
vitations, Faculty Tea, ’61: Alumnae White Elephant 
Sale, ’61: Andover Dance, ’61: Place Cards, Basket- 
ball Banquet, ’61; Place Cards, Senior Dinner. ’61: 
Usher for Commencement, ’60; Class Will. ’61; Senior 
Statistics, ’61; Music Club, ’60: Political Debate, ’61; 
Splinters Literary Board, ’61; Typing Award, ’60; 
Splinters Prize, ’61. 

Sarcasm; “ I ivon't cut my hair 9 ; contemporary poet; 
Corvettes; or maybe a Triumph? ; a place in the sun. 
“ The u nil to do , the soul to dare / 9 


JUDITH RICHARDSON 

R. F. D. #1 
Acton, Massachusetts 
Garland Junior College 

Kava Club; Cheerleading, '60, ’61; Manager of Vol- 
leyball Team. ’60; 2nd, Basketball. ’61: Senior Fair, 
’61; Senior Luncheon, ’60; Usher at Plays, ’60: Usher 
at Commencement, ’60; Andover Dance, ’60: New 
Hampton Dance, ’61; Bear and Lion. ’60; Splinters 
Business Board. ’61; Typing Award, ’60, ’61; Council, 
’61. 

Naivete “Tm sorry, Miss Pulling;" Lindas right hand 
man; the dancer; amiable 'n ambling. “Innocence has 
nothing to dread / 9 





CAROLYN KELLOGG ROCKWELL 

370 Summer Street 
North Andover, Massachusetts 
University of Massachusetts 

Kava Club; Literary Seminar, ’60; Political Debate, 
’61; Bear and Lion, ’60; Senior Luncheon, ’60; Back- 
stage Dramatics, ’59, ’60, ’61; Softball, ’58, ’59, ’60, 
*61; Hockey, ’58, 5 59, ’60, ’61; Volleyball, ’59, 60; 
Basketball. ’59, ’60, ’61; Honorary Mention Current 
Events, ’60, ’61; R. H., ’61. 

Serious ivorker ; Bluic ; “Finally got my license* 9 ; fabu- 
lous class parties. “I am constant to my purposes !’ 


ELIZABETH STILES 

Beach Bluff 

Swampscott, Massachusetts 
Green Mountain Junior College 

Kava Club, Basketball, second, ’61; Volleyball, second, 
’61; Swimming, ’61: Water Ballet Sets, ’61; Glee Club, 
’60, '61; Octet, ’60, ’61; Dramatics, Acting, Backstage, 
’60, ’61; French Club, ’60; Orphan Party, 5 6i; Senior 
Fair, ’61; Senior Reception Committee, ’60. 



Smiles; On to North Conway; Prcpstcr; “ Thanks , 
thanks a lot"; completely snowed. “Laugh and the 
world laughs leith you.” 


LUCINDA TORREY 

28 South Main Street 
Topsfield, Massachusetts 
Northwestern University 

Cae Club; Splinters, ’60, Business Editor, 61; Literary 
Seminar, ’60; Political Debate, ’61; Typing Award, 
’60, Flower Committee, ’60. 

Telephone calls galore ; “dinner cuts , day leaves , . . . 
anything Bo Diddly ; those philosophical letters. 
“Have a good time livin’ , ’cause you’re a long time 
dead.” 


DIANE KIP TURNER 

15 Elston Road 
Upper Montclair, New Jersey 
Centenary College for Women 

Cae Club; Cheerleading. ’60, ’61; Hockey 2nd, 5 61; 
Basketball 2nd, *61; Volley Ball 2nd, Captain, '61; 
Swimming, Manager, '61; Tennis, '61; Father-Daugh- 
ter Day, *61; Senior Fair, ’61; R. H., ’61; Honor Rail, 
’61. 

Considerate ; Guess what I got on my History test?” ; 
That telephone voice ; stylish shoes; earnest , industri- 
ous , enthusiastic. “Fez v things are impossible to dili- 
gence and skill.” 




JULIE UPHAM 

Southside Road 
York, Maine 





Skidmore College 

Cae Club: Student Council. ’60, ’61: Father-Daughter, 
’60; Senior Luncheon. Chairman, ’60: Andover Dance, 
’61: Honor Roll, ’59, ’61: Bible Award. ’59: Honorable 
Mention Current Events. ’60: Honorable Mention 
Music Appreciation. ’60; Typing Award. ’60; Seminar, 
’60: French Club, ’60; Splinters Literary, ’61; Drama- 
tics. ’60, ’61: Water Ballet, ’61; Hockey 2nd, ’61; 
Volleyball 1st, '59, ’61. 2nd. ’60: Basketball 2nd, ’60, 
1st. Captain, '61: Softball 2nd. ’61: Badminton, ’61: 
R. H.. '61; Underhill Honor, ’61. 

Caustic zcit; zahite convertibles : intelligence ; “ those 
college acceptances'. “Sarcasm is the language of the 
DevilC 


BARBARA WASHINGTON 

235 Sycamore Terrace 
Stamford, Connecticut 
St. Mary's Junior College 

Kava Club; Tennis and Badminton Manager, ’58; 
Hockey Manager. ’60; Water Ballet, ’59, ’60, ’61; 
Swimming, ’60, ’61; Volleyball . ’58; Basketball. ’60; 
second, ’61; Dramatics, ’58, ’59, ’60; Acting; French 
Club, ’60; Typing Award, ’58; R. H., ! 59, ’60. 

Salute to the Armed Forces; so gullible!!; that 
blonde, blonder, and even blonder hair , “To be friendly 
is to be happy A 



I 

V 


I 

MARGARET ELEANOR WELLS 

58 Shore Drive 
Laconia, New Hampshire 

Cae Club; Water Ballet, *58, ’59, ’60, ’61; 2nd Team 
Hockey, ’59; Hockey Manager, ’61; Volleyball, ’61; 
Volleyball Captain, ’61; 2nd Team Basketball, ’60; 
Life Saving and Water Safety Aid, ’61: Swimming 
Team, ’59, ’60. ’61; New Hampton Dance and Senior 
Prom, ’61: Dramatics, ’58; Typing Award, ’60; R. H.. 
’61. 

Mischief maker , aJzvays Laconia; those ski zvcckcnds; 
"Handy-Nan”. '7 can resist anything but temptation ” 


! 





SUSAN ANN WILSON 

1270 Andover Street 
Tewksbury, Massachusetts 
President of Cae Club 
Briar cliff College 

Cae Club; Hockey second, ’58, ’59, first, ’60, ’61; 
Volleyball second, ’59, ’60 (Capt.), first. ’61: Basket- 
ball second. ’58 (Capt.), ’59, first, ’60. ’61: Swim- 
ming, ’59, ’61; Badminton, ’59, ’60, Cheerleader, ’59, 
’60 (Capt.). ’61; Water Ballet, ’61; R. H. Awards, ’59. 
’60, ’61; Dramatics, ’58, ’59, ’60, ’61; Senior Lunch- 
eon, ’59, ’60; Bear and Lion (Art Editor). ’59, ’60; 
Splinters (Art Editor), ’61; Honorable Mention Art 
Prize, ’60; Art Award, ’61. 

Which one's coming this time?? ; peppy; '‘Can't I have 
the car” ; blonde (?) hair. “The force of her ozen mer- 
it makes her zvay.” 




LINDA JEAN WOLF 

14 Russell Road 
Dedham, Massachusetts 
President of Student Council 
Katharine Gibbs School 

Cae Club; Student Council, ’58, ’59, ’60, ’61, Presi- 
dent, ’61; Class Representative, ’58; Glee Club, ’59, 
'60. ’61, Section Leader, ’61; Dramatics, ’58, ’59, ’60, 
’61, Acting; Cheerleading, ’59, ’60, ’61; Water Ballet, 
’59, ’60, ’61; Softball, Second, ’58, First, ’59, ’60; 
Swimming, ’58, ’60, ’61, Captain, ’60; Hockey, Sec- 
ond, ’59, '60, First. ’61; Basketball, Second, ’59, ’60, 
First, ’63 ; Volleyball, Second, ’60, ’61, First, ’59; Bad- 
minton, ’59. ’61, Manager, '59; Tennis, ’59, Manager; 
Marshal for Mrs. MacGay, ’60; Old Girl-New Girl 
Party, ’61, Ch.; Andover Dance, ’61, Ch.; Exeter 
Dance, ’60, ’61, Ch. ’61; New Hampton Dance, ’61, 
Ch.; Undergraduate Song, ’51, ’60; French Club, ’60; 
Typing Award. ’59; Honor Roll, ’60; Election Debate, 
’61; Senior Fair, ’61; Music Appreciation, Honorable 
Mention, ’60; Splinters, Literary, ’60, Business, ’61; 
Bear and Lion, ’60; Seminar, ’60; R. H., ’61; Helen 
Hill Award, ’61. 

Organization plus! ; Exeter; “All set for bed?” ; Size t 
five skirt ; “Pay it nozo” “A mind equal to any under- 
taking that she puts it alongside of.” 


UNDERGRAD - SENIOR SONG 

Tune: “Count Your Blessings 33 

As school is over, so ends the year; 

Your inspiring ways will e’er be near, 

And then we’ll reminisce, 

Living in mem’ry. 

Although the days have quickly passed, 

This year — in thought — will always last, 

As we still reminisce, 

Living in mem’ry. 

A spirit you’ve shown in KAVA and CAE, 
Your spirit we know will never die, 

Not while we reminisce, 

Living in mem’ry. 

So in each of us there is now a spark, 

A glowing ember in the dark, 

Ignited by your flame, 

Our SENIOR SISTERS!! 


Marcia Burnham 


SENIOR PLACECARDS 


Jeff Bloomingdale 

“I Can’t Get Started” 

That little girl look 
Potential dreamer 
Cookie Dusseault 

“On the Sunny Side of the Street” 
Invented versatility 
A bubbling bounce 
Sue Penniman 
“Heat Wave” 

Temperamental contemporary 
Black chiffon 
Marty Ferrini 

“A Certain Smile” 

China doll look 
False eyelashes 
Betty Stiles 

“Happy Wanderer” 

Sunlit ski trails 
Casual 

Jewel Hudson 

“Get Me to the Church on Time” 
Rational mind 
A laugh that carries 
Keath Hinsdale 

“The Sound of Music” 

Oriental handwriting 
Friendly face 
Bobbie Washington 

“Take Me Back to Constantinople” 
Foot perpetually in mouth 
Gullible looks 
Peggy Wells 

“Stairway to the Sea” 

“I shall laugh purely” 

Rare hiccoughs 
Suzy Wilson 

“Ricochet Romance” 

Future Rembrandt 
Hamilton vs. Middlesex 
Julie Upham 

“O Be Kind To Your Web-footed 
Friends” 

Virgil 

“The mind is an enchanting thing” 
Ann McCoy 

“Five Foot Two” 

“A violet by a mossy stone, half 
hidden from the eye” 

Sandy Olson 

“White Silver Sands” 

Champagne bubbles 
Infectious laugh 
Barbie Lage 

“Moonlight Becomes You” 

Long hair and a soft voice 
Calypso 


Tory Glenn 

“I Talk to the Trees” 

Suzuki Beane 
Giggles 

Sally Letson 

“Where the Boys Are” 

Water boy 
Dietrich’s legs 
Hal Maguire 

“It Ain’t Necessarily So” 

Ingenue 

Do you think Wordsworth could 
spell? 

Lyn Rockwell 

“How Deep is the Ocean” 

The idealistic humanitarian 
Efficiency 
Cindy Torrey 
“Perfidia” 

Lazy livin’ 

Icy blue eyes 
Louise Jackson 
“Jimmy” 

Peg leg 

Cuddly as a kitten 
Betty Lou Fiske 
“Footsteps” 

Rogers Hall personal florist 
The mad gear-grinder 
Carol Brainerd 

“Hey There, You With the Smile” 
Understanding mind and heart 
Diligence 

Julie Richardson 

“I Only Have Eyes for You” 

Innocent look 

Affability 

Leslie Blackwood 

“Love Me or Leave Me” 

A true and willing friend 
Resounding laughs 
Gail Mayberry 

“Let the Good Times Roll” 

JUKE box fan 
Brooks weejuns 
Linda Wolf 

“Ain’t Misbehavin’ ” 

Meticulous 
Always on the go 
Florrie Burke 

“Old Cape Cod” 

Baby cheeks 
“I don’t believe it!” 

Sheila Do nog hue 

“I’ve Told Every Little Star” 
Nebbish 

Four years, or is it five 


Nancy Nevius 

“Mood Indigo” 

The seeker 
Johnny Mathis sings 
Diane Turner 

“I’ll Be Home” 
Always sincere 
Big brown eyes 


Anne Gilgis 

“Ain’t She Sweet” 

The hourglass 
Sugar ’n spice 
Mrs. MacGay 

“Memories are Made of This” 

“I want to get this straight . . . . ” 
“Ask the president-elect” 

Written by H. M, N. N., S. P. 

Illustrated by C. B., C. D., B. L., S. W., L. W. 


SENIOR CLASS PROPHECY OF 1961 

Appropriated from the log of the Queen Katharine in this year of our Lord, 
nineteen hundred and seventy-one, the following excerpts trace our ship’s voyage. 
The girls of ’61 are intent on pursuing the course set by Edith Nourse Rogers, who 
founded the WAC many years ago. Phis group of Alumnae is organized for the 
purpose of M.A.L.E.S., meaning Military Allies of Eastern Seaboard. This mighty 
military force is traveling to Cuba to redeem U. S. possessions which are now locked 
in the clutches of Fidel Castro. Included among the personal interests of the R. H. 
forces is Gail Mayberry, who is being held prisoner on the charge of being a one-time 
associate of Batista, Jr. She attempted to escape last week in her Scarab covered 
T-Bird, but was stopped by an Army force under the leadership of the past President 
of Norwich Academy. 

The voyage starts from Cape Canaveral, Florida, and as we sail, we wave 
good-by to Jewel Hudson, who has been testing the resistance of organic matter to 
wind and snow. We fear, however, that she does not practice what she preaches, for 
she is soon to marry an astronaut. Also at Cape Canaveral is Betty Stiles. Her purpose 
here is quite different, as she is keeping the human guinea pigs amused before their 
space flight tests. She has instilled a new spirit in the men, and just last week got 
the O. K. on her proposed idea of Madras space suits. 

Finally the ship is on its way and the passengers are busy enjoying the activities 
aboard. Bette Lou Fiske’s objective is to keep an eye on the deck steward while she 
plays shuffleboard. Also active on the shuffleboard court is Sally Letson, whose great 
love for outdoor sports is enhanced by the fact that the athletic director aboard ship 
is a graduate of Maine Maritime Academy. 

Sue Wilson, social director for the Queen Katharine, is providing us with a vast 
entertainment program. As part of the entertainment crew, Keath Hinsdale nears 
her dream of night club singing by crooning the blues with the music troupe. 

On the course of the voyage, our lookout, Anne Gilgis, manages to glance up 
from her magazines long enough to inform us of the presence of a swimmer on star- 
board side. A close look through Anne McCoy’s super spectacles reveals it to be Peggy 
Wells, making the first swim across the Florida Straits. Rowing alongside in her hand- 
made Turkish craft is Peggy’s trainer, Barbara Washington. 

Our first island stop is Andros Island, where we are welcomed to a land Ha- 
waiian style by Barbie Lage. After finding her dream world, Barbie has happily joined 
the welcome wagon of this enchanted island. While we are here, Barbie gives us news 
of another classmate, Louise Jackson. It seems that she made a visit here en route to 
Cuba where she and her brilliant husband, a childhood sweetheart, are planning to 
perfect the use of the cannon ball. Not possessing the physical stamina for the 
M.A.L.E.S. mission, Louise will content herself with peering out behind horn rimmed 
specs to dictate directions. 

Upon leaving the island, the good Queen Katharine slowly makes her way 
to Havana and ports beyond. Leslie Blackwood, famous diplomat, greets us at the 
dock with a welcome sign written in Spanish, which by now is close to being her 
native tongue. Thinking that we have no scholars of the Spanish language aboard, 
we are delighted when we remember Sally Letson. With obvious ease she translates it. 


Leslie then leads the Allied forces to the camp which is in readiness for the 
surprise attack to be sprung that night. Carol Brainerd, Clara Barton of the year, sets 
up the medical tent. Assisted by camouflage expert, Sheila Donoghue, the two 
prepare a barrier that not even Jeff Bloomingdale and the boys from Ithaca could 
penetrate. 

The stage is set and everything is ready for the attack. But, alas, the M.A.L.E.S. 
are repulsed due to Florrie Burke’s typically haphazard organization. Supposed to be 
leading the forces, she suddenly spots her old friend, Sue Penniman, who, being en- 
tirely too feminine for combat, is in Cuba merely for a vacation. The two get together 
and discuss old times and as a result Sue, in her uninhibited manner, seeks out the 
commander of the enemy forces and complains about the fact that there are too many 
weasels present on the island. Of course, any hope for surprise attack is now gone, and 
the female force plans a quick retreat. 

Assured by Linda Wolf, financial genius of the group, that our monetary 
supplies and rations are good, we take advantage of the age old woman’s privilege to 
change her mind. We are now deserting military life and in lypical female fashion we 
now settle down to a luxurious cruise. 

On the Virgin Islands we find Hal Maguire vacationing with her famous 
lawyer husband and finishing her latest novel entitled, T o Be Or Not To Be, It’s Not 
A Question, It’s Chemistry. From Hal we learn news of another former classmate, 
Lyn Rockwell. Presently residing in Athens and well on her way to obtaining her 
P.H.D., Rocky is writing her final thesis on our social relationships with Greece. Also 
in Greece is Julie Upham, who is investigating the authenticity of Virgil’s Aeneid. 

Our next stop is Nassau, one of the most popular vacation spots. Here we find 
Cookie Dusseault, a prominent figure in missionary work assisting her doctor husband. 
As has been her custom, Cookie fills her life with much activity and excitement. 
Fitting adeptly into the environment of the island, Cookie now plays the bongos with 
a Calypso group. We also find Cindy Torrey in Nassau, for she is now' chief taster of 
the Nassau branch of the Coca Cola Bottling Company. From these two we learn of 
the w'hereabouts of Tory Glenn. She is now a beatnik living on the left bank of Paris. 
Pleasure must end sometime and so we soon depart once more. 

Our last island stop is a place so small and secluded that it does not bear a 
name. Nestled beneath the shady trees with inspiration at her fingertips is the class 
poet, Nance Nevius. At first glance she appears to be sole occupant of the island, but 
a second peep reveals her cat Muss. Nance has assured us that she shall soon termi- 
nate her sabbatical leave and once again become a number in the United States 
throngs. 

As our ship turns homeward bound we receive word of other classmates by 
way of our short wave radio. Word reaches us that other girls in foreign ports are 
Diane Turner, Sandy Olson, and Judie Richardson. Diane, who is well known for 
organizational talents, has established a math course for potential geniuses at the 
University of Geneva. On the side she offers lessons in Spanish to those who might 
wish to cross the border. Occasionally Diane gets together with Judie and Sandy to 
discuss the Swiss way of life. Both are masters of the French language. In a chalet 
hidden from the snow and cold of the ski slopes outside, Sandy practices her psychol- 
ogy on the skiers who enter. Judie is here vacationing with her husband and seven 
children while they all take skiing lessons. 

The Queen Katharine is now on the final lap of the voyage and once again 
Cape Canaveral is in sight. At this point, we realize that all members of the class have 
been accounted for with the exception of one, Marty Ferrini. Although she had been 
anxious to accompany us on our voyage, she was mysteriously detained on the Cape. 
The important reason that has kept her from her lifelong desire of travel is that she 
has been leading cheers at Chatham University. 

And so we end our voyage. Our school day bonds have been renewed and 
the class of ’61 is now making plans for 1981 when we hope to meet on the moon in 
the city of Shepardsville, known to be way out. The Queen Katharine is being dry 
docked at Camden, Maine, until its next voyage. 

This log has been read and approved by the crew and passengers of the Queen 
Katharine in hopes that you will read it and be inspired to take such a trip yourselves. 

F. B., L. W., H. M. 


CLASS WILL 1961 


We, the Senior Class of 1961, having learned how to spell and how to be 
concise, do hereby ordain this our last will and testament : 

To Mrs. MacGay we leave peace. 

To Miss Ramsay chaos. 

To the juniors our executive ability. 

To the sophomores our passive resistance. 

To the freshmen our spirit. 

And to the school at large we leave one year’s supply of white pickets. 

As individuals: 

Leslie Blackwood leaves her good cheer to Sally Perkins. 

Jeff Bloomingdale leaves her sophisticated laugh to Jan Woodward. 

Carol Brainerd leaves, speaking fluent Spanish. 

Florrie Burke leaves the kitchen to Polly Me II vain, in hopes that she be brave 
enough. 

Sheila Donoghue leaves her knitting to Karen Hibbs; only she could unravel it. 

Cookie Dusseault leaves her spirit to CAE, there’s enough there to last forever. 

Marty Ferrini leaves her “Twenty ways to De-curl Hair” book to Karen Booth 
— happy hair styles. Boots! 

Betty Lou Fiske leaves her Pep-up pills to Vicky Wanty, because she doesn’t 
need them. 

Anne Gilgis leaves her collection of magazines to Ginny Martin, if she can 
part with them. 

Tory Glenn leaves that “way out” look to Chris Cummings. 

Keath Hinsdale leaves her handwriting to Judy Anderson and Suzanne Frizelle, 
knowing they are intelligent enough to decipher it. 

jewel Hudson leaves seeing the world through rose-colored eyes. 

Louise Jackson leaves her love for cats to King in hopes that he’ll get along 
with the cats of Camden. 

Barbie Lage leaves her golden voice to Ruth Pogue. Good luck, Miss LeButt. 

Sally Letson leaves for kindergarten. 

Hal Maguire leaves doodling on her diploma. 

Gail Mayberry leaves her good luck to Paula Morrissey. May she last as long. 

Nancy Nevius leaves numerous poems and a book explaining T.S. Eliot to 
Betsey Semple and Barrie Grimes. 

Sandie Olson leaves her ability to get things done to anyone ever connected 
with Splinters. 

Sue Penniman leaves her hair to Becky Forster in case she gets another haircut 
like the last one. 

Judie Richardson leaves that innocent look to Sally Greene. 

Lyn Rockwell leaves to clean up local politics. 

Betty Stiles leaves a resident snowman to anyone who can’t decide between 
Andover and Exeter. 

Cindy Torrey leaves her accent to Barbie Knight; it’s just what they need in 

Ohio. 

Diane Turner leaves as quietly as she came, the only one to do so. 

Julie Upham leaves two dimples and that Campbell Soup kid look to Louise 

Brooks. 

Bobbie Washington leaves her messy room, if she can find her way out of it. 

Peggy Wells leaves one stolen telephone to anyone who can’t find another one. 

Linda Wolf leaves her organization to Marlene Gort. 

Susie Wilson leaves her footsteps for Judie to follow in. 

So be it on this the fifth day of June nineteen hundred and sixty-one. PAX 
VOBISCUM. 


S. P. 
N. N. 

J- u. 
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Snapshots 




CLASS STATISTICS 



Favorite Possession 

Usually Found 

Secret Passion or Desire 

Blackwood 

My eyelashes 

Hiding from Mrs. E. 

Small feet 

Bloomingdale 

My Daddy's picture 

Unorganized 

Ten foot pole for closing 
windows in the morning 

Brainerd 

Brown purse 

Writing long term papers 

To scream in the study hall 

Burke 

Diet pills 

Raiding the kitchen 

To paint the pickets black 

Donoghue 

French dress 

Embarrassed 

To have different wallpaper 

Dusseault 

My white Rambler 

In motion 

Tobite people 

Ferrini 

Curly hair 

Chewing gum 

Reese peanut butter cups 

Fiske 

Two-tone hot-rod 

With shoes oflf 

To sell flowers 

Gilgis 

Prompt book 

In closet 

Typing copy for True 

Confessions 

Glenn 

Bangle earrings 

Drinking coffee 

To be on bandstand 

Hinsdale 

Villager shirts 

Walking to store 

To be collegiate 

Hudson 

My human fish 

Where everybody else was 
15 minutes ago 

20-20 vision 

Jackson 

My pillow 

Knitting 

To star in “Bye, Bye, Birdie” 

Lage 

My innocent look 

Hiding from Linda 

To marry an owner of an A&P 

Letson 

Zeta Psi sweat shirt 

Looking for a ride home 

To graduate 

Maguire 

‘Six Minutes to Perfect 
Spelling’ 

Doodling in class 

To see an electron 

Mayberry 

Scarab bracelets 

Twiddling hair 

To be a bartender 

McCoy 

Peroxide bottle 

Squinting 

To be 5’ 7” 

Nevius 

My Muss 

Looking for unicorns 

Southern gentlemen 

Olson 

My profile 

Not at gym 

To have Splinters completed 

Penniman 

My electric blanket 

In hysterics 

To win the Nobel Prize for 
Literature 

Richardson 

“His” ring 

Writing letters 

To have one date for Prom 

Rockwell 

Bluie 

At book stores 

To go to Greece 

Stiles 

My plaid blanket 

On scales 

To snow all 

Torrey 

The telephone 

Eating 

To have a coke machine 

Turner 

My Mau Mau 

Laughing 

To own a cigarette factory 

Upham 

College acceptances 

Organized 

To wear a “toga” at graduation 

Washington 

John’s picture 

Confused 

To be a turkey 

Wells 

Water wings 

Making funny noises 

To be in a Bermuda race 

Wilson 

Teddy bear 

Doing the Can Can 

Censored 

Wolf 

Secrets 

Looking for Barbie 

To eliminate demerits 

Class 

Saturday sleep-overs 

Where we shouldn’t be 

To come back with kids in 
ten years 


CLASS STATISTICS 


Admired For 



Expressions 

Idiosyncrasy 

] 

appeal 

‘Til go along with that.’’ 

P. O. D. 

Warm-heartedness 

‘•Hi Cutie!” 

Pep pills 

Friendly face 

“How did I do?" 

Espanol 

Abounding energy 

“I don't believe it!" 

Glasses 

Facial expressions 

“My hair's too long." 

Announcements 

Expansive smile 

“Shoea . . .!” 

Accent 

Amiability 

“Give me a K . . .'* 

Cow Eyes 

Coiffure 

"Really cool." 

Hush-puppies 

Figure 

"Aya” 

Gym 

Vagueness 

"Terribly mundane** 

Sandals 

Tonal quality 

“How did you do?" 

The sun porch 

Sense of purpose 

“Who said the Republicans ha\e 
lost ?" 

Expressive hands 

Good nature 

“Oh. Bill . . 

One crutch 

Tenacity 

“I‘m so happy!" 

Sleepy look 

Laugh 

“Hi dear!" 

Plaid dress 

Dry wit 

“But you know Barry Goldwatei is . 

Being spastic 

Spunk 

“Lots of luck." 

Legs 

Quietness 

1 

“Really?" 

Airplanes 

Pensiveness 

“Yoo . . ." 

Lumpy beds 

Poise 

“That's sharp!' 1 

A fickle heart 

Sensibility 

“I almost care." 

Waddle 

Imagination 

“Bumbles' 1 

Bubble 

Perseverance 

“I must have height!" 

Blazer 

Sense of humor 

“Listen you guys.*' 

Little boys 

Cool and calmness 

“Have you got a dime?'’ 

Prolix arguments 

Sincerity 

“Stop it!" 

Sneakers 

Scholarship 

“Obviously" 

Raccoon coat 

Resemblance to George 

“Don't lower yourself" 

Nose 

Sportsmanship 

“I can't memorize." 

Laughing fits 

Artistic ability 

“That's great!" 

Happy chatter 

Her “good neighbor’ policy 

“Oh. crumb . . .!" 

Rapid speech 

Its activities 

“In our spare time . . 

“We are not amused' 1 








KEY TO BABY PICTURES 


1. Sally Letson 

2. Gail Mayberry 

3. Sue Penniman 

4. Leslie Blackwood 

5. Jewel Hudson 

6. Carol Brainerd 

7. Tory Glenn 

8. Lyn Rockwell 

9. Jeff Bloomingdale 

10. Julie Upham 

1 1 . Sandy Olson 

12. Susie Wilson 

13. Cookie Dusseault 

14. Diane Turner 

15. Nancy Nevius 

16. Cindy Torrev 

17. Keath Hinsdale 

18. Linda Wolf 

19. Barbie Lage 

20. Marty Ferrini 

2 1 . Betty Stiles 

22. Sheila Donoghue 

23. Bobbie Washington 

24. Peggy Wells 

25. Louise Jackson and 
Florrie Burke 

26. Hal Maguire 

27. Ann Gilgis 

28. Betty Fiske 
29 Ann McCoy 

30. Judie Richardson 
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Junior Class 



Sophomore Class 





Freshman Class 
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L. to R. Nancy Neyins, 

Jennifer Bloom ingdale 
Senior Class Representatives 


Betsy Semple 
Junior Class Representative 





CALENDAR 


September 

21 : School opens — “Corridors, like windy tulip beds, 

Of swaying girls and lifted, tossing heads.” 

22: Classes begin — Reading maketh a full man, conference a ready man, and 
writing an exact man.” 

24: Singing Beach — “How pleasant to sit on the beach 

On the beach, on the sand, in the sun. 

With the ocean galore within reach 
And nothing at all to be done.” 

Old Girl — New Girl Party — “There’s never a question 

About my digestion — 

Anything does for me.” 

25: Vespers — Doris Whitehouse, "Reviews and Previews of Broadway” — 

"The man who acts the least, upbraids the most.” 


October 

4: 

9: 

16: 


21 : 

22 : 

28: 


Initiation — "Sweet is revenge, especially to women.” 

Rogers Program — -"69 years of tradition.” 

Vespers — Dr. Landt. "Wings over the Pacific” — 

"Just as lovely a morning, as ev er was seen, 

For a nice little trip in a dying machine.” 

Council Dinner - "Constantly, In the mood for Food.” 

Andov er Dorm Dance — Abbot-Stev ens — "On with the dance! let joy be 
unconfined.” 

Cae Supper — "We must live to eat and eat to live.” 


Nurcrnbt r 

4— Celebrity Series — Anna Russell— "True satire.” 

5: Kava Supper — “To eat is human, to digest, divine.” 

6: Vespers — Margaret Ruth Adams, “Dramatic Portrayals from Life” — 

"Men often applaud an imitation.” 

14: Second Team Hockey Game — “The weakest lion will the loudest roar.” 

16: First Team Hockey Game — "Let Bears and Lions growl and fight, 

For ’ tis their nature, too.” 

Hockey Banquet "The rapture and response of food.” 

18: Freshman-Sophomore Dinner — "The Goops they lick their fingers.” 

19: Thanksgiving Plav — “ Flic house lights fade. 

The footlights glow, 

Fhe curtain rises. 

This is the show.” 

20: Vespers Udell White, "Russia” — “The Russian folk rejoices with freedom 

evermore.”??? 

23: Thanksgiving Vacation Begins — “It’s nice to be up in the mornin’, 

But it’s nicer to lie in bed.” 

28: Classes resume -“You can’t appreciate home till you’ve left it.” 

December 

3: Andover Concert and Dance - “From the neighboring school come the boys 
With more than their wonted noise and commotion.” 

-1 : Senior-Orphan Party — “Give a little love to a child and you get a great 
deal back.” 

5: Senior-Faculty Tea — "Teas, Where small talk dies in agonies.” 

7: Alumnae Christmas Fair — “Certainly there’re lots of things that money 
won’t buy, but it’s very funny, 

Have you tried to buy them without money.” 

9: Celebrity Series — Smeterlin "... and the night shall be filled with music.” 


10: Exeter Tea Dance — “Give us men! I say again, give us men!” 

1 1 : Christmas Vespers — “The ring, .... so thin, so pale, is yet of gold.” 
13: Christmas Banquet — “ . . . banqueteers sit up in evening dress.” 

Christmas Play — “The play’s the thing.” 

14: Christmas Vacation begins — “The wind is chill 

But let it whistle as it will, 

We’ll keep our Christmas merry still.” 


January 

4: Vacation ends — “If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?” 

8: Glee Club at Rev. Scalise’s Church — “O servant of God’s holiest charge, 

The minister of praise at large.” 

Vespers — Richard Earle, “Tents and Temperaments” — “ . . . the jealousies 
and petulances of actors.” 

14: S. A. T.’s and Writing Sample — “Throw out the life-line, 

Someone is sinking today.” 

18: Volleyball Games — “ ... It gave pain to the bear.” 

20: Freshman-Sophomore Dinner — “The multitudes that swarms about the 
throne of food.” 

21 : Exeter Concert and Dance — “For men may come and men may go, 

But I go on forever.” 

23-26: Mid-year Examinations —“My mind lets go a thousand things, Like 

dates of wars and deaths of kings.” 


February 

3: Ski Weekend — “Angels alone that soar above 

Enjoy such liberty.” 

12: Vespers — Tom Keith, “Romance of a Sailing Ship” — “Far away places 
with strange sounding names.” 

17 : Ski Weekend — “When the snow lay round about 

Deep and crisp and even.” 

18: Andover Dorm Dance — Stimpson — “There was a sound of revelry by 
night.” 


March 

3: 

4: 

7: 


9: 


10 : 


11 : 

12 : 

13: 

16: 

17: 

18: 


My Fair Lady — “A glittering musical, a masterpiece.” 

New Hampton Concert and Dance — “Music arose with its voluptuous 
swell.” 

Second Team Basketball Game — “When the odds are long 

And the game goes wrong 
Does your ‘joie de vivre’ diminish?” 
First Team Basketball Game — “When swollen eye meets gnarled fist 

When snaps the knee and cracks the wrist 
When calm officialdom demand 
‘Is there a doctor in the stands?’ ” 
Basketball Banquet — “But best of all the eating.” 

Junior Dinner at Mrs. MacGay’s — “I suppose none of us recognize the 
great part that is played in life by eating.”???? 

Celebrity Series — Nancy Carr — “A woman should be seen, not heard.” 
Junior-Orphan Party — “There is always someone worse off than yourself.” 
Vespers — Kathy Gabel, “Smith All-Girl Safari” — “I traveled among un- 
known men, In lands beyond the sea.” 

Senior Dresses — “Dresses to dance in, and flirt in, and talk in.” 

Spring One-Act Plays — “There’s no business like show business.” 

Spring Vacation Begins — “Happv days are here again.” 

C. E. E. B.’s— “The difficult we do immediately. The impossible takes a 
little longer.” 


April 


5: Spring Term Opens — “So little done — so much to be done.” 

7 : Paint and Powder Show — “Red Stocking Revue” — “Tho’ this be madness, 
yet there is method in it.” 

8 : Senior Fair — “Nobody was ever meant 

To remember or invent 
What he did with every cent.” 

9: Vespers — Dr. Gerald — “What can we know? or what can we discern?” 
22: Father-Daughter Day — “The reason father flatters thee is Thou must be 
wonderful, aren’t thou his?” 


5: 

6 : 

7: 

14: 

20 : 

22 : 

24: 

26: 


“Guys and Dolls” — “Romantic plays of happy endings are almost of 
necessity ...” 

Founder’s Day — “It’s good to see the school we knew 
The land of youth and dream 
To greet again the rule we knew 
Before we took the stream.” 

Water Ballet — “Moments to Remember” 

Vespers — Lyn Abbott — Alumnae Pianist — “Music is love in search of a 
word.” 

Vespers — William Haaker — Pianist — ” . . . musical understanding, a great 
sense of rhythm, and beauty of touch.” 

Prom — “Such stuff as dreams are made on.” 

Second Team Whiffle Ball Game — “ . . . and we with singing cheer’d the 
way. 

First Team Softball Game — “ ... it gave pleasure to the spectators.” 

Council Dinner— “Every investigation which is guided by principles of 
Nature fixes its ultimate aim entirely on gratifying the stomach.” 

Swimming Meet - “ . . . don’t go near the water.” 

Freshman-Sophomore-Orphan Party — “There groups of merry children 
played.” 

29: June ! * * Final Examinations — “The fack can’t no longer by dis- 
guised that a krvsis is onto us.” 


June 

2: Spelling Bee- — “They spell it Vinci and pronounce it Vinchy; foreigners 

always spell better than they pronounce.” 

Senior Dinner at Mrs. MacGay’s — “Serenely full, the epicure would say 

Fate cannot harm me — 

I have dined to-day.” 

3: Singing Beach — “ . . . shifting, whispering sands.” 

4: Baccalaureate- — “More things are wrought by prayer 

Than this world dreams of.” 

Musicale — “From the molten golden notes 
And all in tune 
What a liquid ditty flows.” 

5: Senior Luncheon — “All times I have enjoyed.” 

Class Day — “The Bird of Time has but a little way 
To fly — and the Bird is on the Wing.” 

Water Ballet — “Memories are Made of This.” 

Commencement Play — “The play pleased not the million, 

T’was caviar to the general.” 

Graduation — “The thrill that comes once in a lifetime.” 

“All is over and done” 


J- u. 
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Student Council 


/. to r. Olson, (vice-pres.) , Upham, Smith, P. Richardson, Wolf, (pres), Hodgkinson, Dus* 
seault, Letson, Mrs. MacGay, Hudson, Smith, S. Cornwall. 



Splinters Staff 

front, I to r Upham, Wilson S., (art ed.), Bloomingdale, Olson, (ed ), Torrey, (bus. mgr.), 
Blackwood 

bock, i to v Penniman, Richardson, Dusseault, Nevius, Hinsdale, Maguire, Wolf, Burke, Letson 




RH Negatives 

Front Stiles, Burnham, Mattson, Osborn, Lage (president). Rear ( l.-r .) Booth, Cornwall 

Hinsdale, Jackson. 


Bear and Lion Staff 

First, I. to r . : Smith, P. Semple, Editor, Boynton, Burnham. Robinson 
Second, I. to r . : Clark. Mcllvain. Grinnell. Scanned, Mattson, Hibbs, Greene 




Glee Club 

First (L-r.) Forster, Clark, Orchard, Gilgis.Geer, Klein, Brand'd, Hudson, Larmoii, Parrish, 
Magenau, Schmidt, Miss LeButt. 

Second ( L-r .) Donoghue, Wolf, Koser, Latham, Robinson, Burke, Cornwall. 

Third (L-r.) Stiles, Hodgkinson, Craig, Maguire, Fassett, Greene, Costello, Dickinson, 
Begg, Burnham, Booth, Grinnell, Delaney, Paine, Knight, B Bolin, Semple, Olson, Ewing, 
Hinsdale, Mattson, Jackson, Krueger, Grimes, Godley, Stroud. 




Cae Club 



Club President 
Susan Wilson 


Athletic 





Kava Club 



Club President 
Sheila Donoghue 


FIRST TEAM HOCKEY 


A cloud\ sky and muddy field set the stage for the annual Cae-Kava hockey 
duel. With looks of grim determination each team took its place on the field. After 
the sharp crack of the first bully, Cae set the winning pace with a team that proved 
impenetrable. From the first whistle to the last, with only a slight interruption by the 
pep-filled cheerleaders, Cae held the upper hand and emerged victorious with a score 
of 8-2. Polly and Nance, captains of Cae and Kava respectively, led the teams in a 
great show of sportsmanship and enthusiasm. 

Cae Kava 


Koser 

Glenn 

Delaney 

Dusseault 

Bloomingdale 

Mcllvain (capt.) 

Greene 

subs: Wolf, Wilson, S. 


Semple 

Hibbs 

Gort 

Wilkinson 
Nevius (capt.) 

Rockwell 

Ferrini 

subs: Frisselle, Hockmeyer 


SECOND TEAM HOCKEY 


Two perfectly matched teams representing Cae and Kava raced each other 
down the field in a test of skill and quick thinking. Suspense increased as both red 
and blue reached the striking circle only to have intended goals knocked out by deter- 
mined goalies. Reflecting the excellent team play and sportsmanship, the enthusiastic 
crowd and cheerleaders made the afternoon fly by in excitement. Shouts from Kava 
filled the air as the final score of 2-1 was announced. 


Cae 

Wilson, J. 

Cornwall (Capt.) 

Bolin 

Turner 

Cage 

Hansen 

Larmon 

subs: Upham, Begg 


Kava 
Jackson 
Smith, P. 

Smith, S. 

Hodgkinson 
Osborne (Capt.) 

Burke 

Burnham 

subs: Hudson, Lumb 

F. B. 




Hockey 

Cac : (/,-r.) Glenn, Delaney, Koser, Wolf, Wilson S., Mcllvain (captain), Greene, Dusseault, 
Bloomingdale, Wells ( manager) . 


Kava: (1.-7'.) Semple, Wilkinson, Frisselle, Hockmeyer, Ferrini, Nevius (captain), Hibbs 
Rockwell, Gorl, Latham (manager). 



FALL PLAY 

On November nineteenth, Rogers Hall witnessed the first play of the season, 
Down Our Street , a fast moving play with four scenes and all woman cast of char- 
acters — with the exception of a comic mailman, played quite aptly by Sheila Don- 
oghue. The play itself is a very elementary story of a young girl, Rosie Kendrick, who 
has difficulty finding her right place in life. The play is essentially a study of char- 
acters, the outstanding of which are: Grandma Jenkins, a sporty personality; Janie 
and her friends, who represent the socially elite; Beatrice, a charmingly bewildered 
and naive country girl; Madame Anthea, a snappy business-like woman; a charlady, 
who adds spice to the performance with her “eh ducks”. 

Special recognition should be given not only to Mrs. Worsham for her excellent 
direction and good faith but also to Mrs. Perloff and her staff for their effective 


scenery. 

THE CAST 

Mrs. Kendrick 

Elizabeth Fiske 

Grandma Jenkins 

Florence Burke 

Rosie Kendrick 

Martha Mattson 

Janie 

Nancy Nevius 

Jocelyn 

Rebecca Forster 

Muriel 

. . . . . . . Pamela Procter 

Beatrice 

Vickery Wanty 

Dollie 

Sandra Schmidt 

Charlady 

. . _ . . . . . . Julie Upham 

Madame Anthea 

. . . . . . . . Susan Wilson 

Alice 

Susan Lumb 

Connie 

Linda Wolf 

Doreen 

Louise Jackson 

Postman 

. . . . . . . Sheila Donoghue 

TECHNICAL STAFF 

Director 

Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 

Art Director 

Mrs. Dorothy Perloff 

Assisted by 

Jane Clark, Martha Ferrini, Victoria Glenn, Karen Hibbs 
Sandra Olson, Sandra Schmidt, Susan Smith, Barbara Stroud 

Linda Wilkinson, Susan Wilson 

Stage Manager 

Anne Gilgis 

Assistant Manager 

. . . . . . Johannah Dusseault 

Properties 

Karen Hibbs, Elizabeth Stiles 

Makeup 

. . Leslie Blackwood, Martha Ferrini, Karen Hansen 

Sound 

Pamela Grinnell 

N. N 




ANDOVER CONCERT AND DANCE 

The first concert and dance of the year was held on December third. Opening 
the concert the Rogers Hall Glee Club sang several songs appropriate to the Christmas 
Season, and following them the Phillips Academy Band played an interesting variety 
of orchestral numbers. 

When the gym had been once again transformed, the couples returned for 
dancing and many appreciative comments were heard on the blue and white decora- 
tions, and the theme, “Ice Palace”. 

During intermission the R. H. Negatives gave their first performance of the 
year; the addition of one girl to the usual eight served as a definite improvement, and 
the group under the leadership of Barbara Lage sang extremely well. Especially en- 
joyed were the solos by Marcia Burnham and Martha Mattson. 

When the dance finally ended at eleven o’clock, the majority agreed that the 
evening had been a pleasant one. 



THE SENIOR CLASS ORPHAN PARTY 

The time was 7:00 p. m., the day, December 4, 1960, and soon the gaily decor- 
ated gymnasium of Rogers Hall was filled with excited orphans having the time of 
their life. And so began the orphan party given by the Senior class. The children 
played games and saw films but they appeared to enjoy themselves the most when 
they ate, ran wild, and absorbed undivided attention. Under the watchful eye of 
Santa Claus (alias Sheila Donoghue) the party was pronounced extremely successful 
by all who attended. 


S. O. 


ALUMNAE CHRISTMAS FAIR 

The Alumnae Christmas Fair, held on December seventh, intensified with its 
seasonal theme the spirit of the Holly and the Ivy that was already beginning to per- 
meate the otherwise staid atmosphere of Rogers Hall. Many attractive booths, among 
them a white elephant table, a refreshment stand and a clothing table, offered various 
items for sale. An S. S. Pierce order of holiday foods was also raffled off. The money 
earned at this highly successful sale will enlarge the Alumnae Fund, which contributes 
lasting and beneficial gifts to Rogers Hall. We hope that the fair will set a precedent 
which will be followed in later vears. 

H. M. 


THE GLEE CLUB SINGS AT THE FIRST BAPTIST CHURCH 

For many years now, Reverend Scalise of the First Baptist Church of Lowell 
has enriched Rogers Hall with his Friday morning talks. These talks, specifically con- 
cerning the Bible but dealing with the whole Christian philosophy, have been vastly 
appreciated. Naturally the school was honored to receive an invitation to sing at 
Revered Scalise’ s church. It seems an insignificant way to repay Reverend Scalise 
for the many enjoyable Friday mornings that he has devoted to Rogers Hall. 

H. M. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

On the Sunday preceding Christmas Vacation, in the traditionally candle-lit 
room, Christmas Vespers was opened with the singing of “Oh Come All Ye Faithful” 
by the assembled students and their guests. 

T his was followed by Linda Wolf, reading the appropriate passage from Luke, 
and then introducing Nancy Nevius who read some original writings of former gradu- 
ates. Next the Glee Club sang three lovely Christmas Carols, including, “Balm in 
Gilead”, “Gloucestershire Wassail”, and “The Heavens Declare the Glory of God”; 
and Sandra Olson read the now famous editorial from “The New York Times”, “Is 
there really a Santa Claus?”. An addition to the usual ceremony was the singing by 
this year’s R. H. Negatives of two especially prepared numbers, “O Holy night”, and 
“Nobody Knows”. 

Then came the part of the service that the seniors had been eagerly awaiting; 
after giving a short speech, Mrs. MacGay presented the senior rings, and then Vespers 
was closed with the singing of “Oh Little Town of Bethlehem”. 

S P 


CHRISTMAS PLAY 

On December 13, the annual Christmas play was given. The first act of the 
play, Christmas In The Market Place, showed a group of gypsies gathered in a square 
on Christmas Eve eating supper. Deciding to prove their merit as Christians, the 
gypsies improvise the story of the Annunciation and Christ’s birth, using a text in- 
herited by the eldest of them from an ancestor who was one of the Magi. This amusing 
and inspiring play was assisted by a choral group under the direction of Miss LeButt. 

THE CAST 

Melchior ..... Jennifer Bloomingdale 

Joey ...... Johannah Dusseault 

Maria ....... Sandra Olsen 

Columbia ....... Julia Hudson 

Bruno ....... Ann Hodgkinson 

N. N. 



Scenes from Christmas Play 




FIRST TEAM VOLLEYBALL 


With heads turning, eyes darting from side to side, we were an eager group 
waiting to see the victor of the first team duel. Both teams fought steadily under the 
spirited direction of Nance Nevius of Kava and Peggy Wells of Cae. Kava retained 
only a slight margin in the first three quarters, but the blue and gold team really 
opened up in the last quarter and added point upon point to the score which was 
destined to surpass that of Cae. As the final whistle blew, none were surprised to hear 
the victory was Kava’s with a score of 46-28. 


Cae 

Cornwall 

Delaney 

Wells (Capt.) 

Dusseault 

Mayberry 

Wilson 

Costello 

Upham. sub 

Bloomingdale 


Kava 
Osborne 
Burnham 
Hockmeyer 
Hodgkinson 
Nevius (Capt.) 
Fiske 
Latham 
Semple 
Hibbs, sub 


F. B. 


SECOND TEAM VOLLEYBALL 


The whistle blew and the referee asked the question which would start the 
game, “Server ready?” A quick nod and a little fast action set the pace. Two evenly 
matched teams led by Diane Turner of Cae and Lynn Rockwell of Kava used all their 
skills in setting up, spiking, and serving in an effort to win. Tension mounted as first 
one side scored and then the other. Everyone knew it was a close match, but at the 
end Kava triumphed with a score of 30-28. 


Cae 
Hansen 
Wolf 
Stevens 
Olson 
Mcllvain 
Wilson, J. 
Turner (Capt.) 
Koser, sub 
Glenn 


Kava 
Stiles 
Klein 
Knight, B. 

Gort 

Langford 
Orchard 
Jackson, sub 
Rockwell (Capt.) 
Schliebus 


F. B. 



Volleyball 

Cae: Profit (L-r.) Bloomingdale, Dusseault, Wells (captain), Wilson S., Costello. Rear 
(L-r.) Lage (manager), Delaney, Upham, Cornwall, Mayberry. 



Kara: Front (l-r.) Hodgkinson, Latham, Nevius (captain), Hockmeyer, Hibbs. Rear ( L-r .) 
Grimes (manager), Semple, Fisk, Knight B., Burnham. 



EXETER DANCE 

On January 21st a Glee Club Concert and Dance was held with Phillips Exeter 
Academy. The concert began at 4 : 30 and we were entertained by the joint Glee Clubs 
vocalizing such numbers as, “Father William” from “Alice in Wonderland,” and 
“Thou Must Leave Thy Lowly Dwelling”. 

After meeting their dates, and enjoying Mrs. Morse’s delicious dinner, every- 
one returned to the Gym, now transformed to portray “Charlie Brown Goes to Paris”. 
The music provided by the Royal Exonians and the extra attraction of the “R. H. 
Negatives” and Exeter’s “Peadquacs” made the evening complete and at 10:30 with 
the playing of “Good-night Ladies” everyone bid sad farewells and agreed that the 
evening had been a thoroughly enjoyable one. 

S. P. 



THE NEW HAMPTON DANCE 

March 4th dawned a lovely day for the New Hampton dance. At 4:30, the 
boys having arrived, the concert by the joint glee clubs began. It included many 
enjoyable numbers such as the selections from “My Fair Lady”, and the New Hamp- 
ton favorite, “The Old Ark’s a-moverin’ ”. 

After Mrs. Morse’s delicious dinner the couples returned to the gym which 
was cleverly decorated to the theme “Peanuts goes to Africa”. 

During intermission entertainment was provided by the R. H. Negatives and 
New Hampton’s double quartet. Everyone was disappointed when at 10:30 the dance 
had to end, but all agreed that it had been a thoroughly pleasant evening for everyone. 

S P. 



Cae: Front ( l.-r .) Dusseault, Bloomingdale, Up ham (captain), Delaney, Cornwall. Rear (l.-r.) 
Hinsdale (manager), Wilson S., Wolf, Perkins, Koser. 


FIRST TEAM BASKETBALL GAME 


This was it — the day we all had awaited. The two teams calmed themselves 
by leisurely going through the paces of passing and shooting before the game. After a 
short signal from Captains Louise Jackson and Julie Upham, the whistle blew and 
the game began. The eight minute quarters flew by and soon it was the half. Cae held 
a slight lead, but the determined Kavas under the sideline supervision of their injured 
Captain were ready to give them a struggle. The second half was nerve wracking as 
the Kava forewards made basket after basket only to be thwarted by the steady free 
shots and lay ups of the Caes. As the final whistle blew, the exhausted girls hovered 
anxiously around the scorers’ table. Both clubs let out a yell as the score of 42-41 in 
favor of Cae was announced. It was a close game, a heartbreaking game, but a fun 
game. 


Cae 

Bloomingdale 
Delaney 
Dusseault 
Cornwall 
Upham (Capt.) 
Koser 
Perkins 
Wilson, S. 
Hinsdale — mgr. 


Kava 

Hibbs 

Semple 

Nevius 

Jackson (Capt.) 

Burke 

Rockwell 

Latham 

Booth 

Hudson — mgr. 


F. B. 





Kara: Front (l.-r.) Latham, Rockwell, Jackson (captain) , Booth, Hibbs. Rear ( l.-r .) Hudson 
(manager), Burke, Nevius, Semple. 


SECOND TEAM BASKETBALL GAME 


Two tense teams anxiously awaited the first whistle which would start the 
contest. Cheered on by the avid spectators, the girls played brilliantly. All the skills 
of dribbling, pivoting, passing and shooting were artfully executed. Throughout the 
game one waas well aware of the fact that there were two perfectly matched teams on 
the floor. Two points for Kava were quickly followed by two points for Cae. The 
scorebook figures and the general excitement mounted hand in hand. It was only in 
the last quarter that one team took the lead. As a result of the tricky teamwork of the 
Kava forewards, this team surged ahead to win the narrow victory. Our referee 
announced the final score to be 45-41. 


Cae 
Parrish 
Wilson, J. 
Hansen 
Bolin 

Lage (Capt.) 
Mcllvain 
Glenn 
Turner 


Kava 

Washington 
Ferrini (Capt.) 
Knight, B. 
Smith, P. 

Lumb 

Richardson 

Blackwood 

Stiles 


F. B. 


JUNIOR ORPHAN PARTY 

As the bus pulled up in front of Rogers Hall early Saturday evening the 11th 
of March 1961, twenty-three orphans came running off for another hour and a half 
of exhausting scampering and jumping about the gymnasium. Supervised by the 
Junior class, many relay races and games were successfully run and played, but 
nothing was more successful than the refreshments over in the corner! After short 
films the orphans were on their way home, a balloon clutched in each one’s hand, and 
the light of success marked on each one’s face. 

E. H. S. 


“ONE LOVE HAD MARY” 

After weeks of unsuccessful rehearsals, “One Love Had Mary” was favorably 
performed for Rogers Hall on March 18th. 

The setting took place in a ladies’ powder room at a southern ball, and the 
plot became very involved and scandalous when Mary Todd announced that she 
would always admire and love that “ugly” man Abraham Lincoln. In spite of all 
barriers love conquered. 

The cast included, Martha Mattson, Johannah Dusseault, Ann Boynton, 
Charlotte Costello, Ann Hodgekinson, and Susan Wilson, who at the last moment 
took over for the cripple, Miss Jackson. 


THE CAST 


Mary T odd ..... 

Johannah Dusseault 

Elizabeth ..... 

Martha Mattson 

Annette Dubois .... 

Susan Wilson 

Frances ..... 

Ann Hodgkinson 

Kate ...... 

Anne Boynton 

Emily ...... 

Charlotte Costello 

Julia ...... 

Jane Larmon 

J 






“THE TRYSTING PLACE” 



Perhaps the funniest play ever presented at Rogers Hall was “The Trysting 
Place” by Booth Tarkington. This play revolves around a family’s vacation at a small 
hotel away from the noise of the city. 

The comedy in the play was due to the fact that each member of the family 
was meeting a “secret lover” — and at the same time trying to direct the other mem- 
bers of the family away from himself in order to have a few precious moments with 
his loved one. None of the family had any real privacy for throughout all the secret 
meetings a stranger sat in a manilla chair “politely eavesdropping”. 

The parts were very well played and presented — all of which gave the audi- 
ence a delightfully hilarious evening of entertainment. 


Launcelot Briggs 

THE CAST 

. Ruth Pogue 

Mrs. Briggs 

. 

. Nancy Scannell 

Jessie Briggs 

. • , 

Sandra Schmidt 

Rupert 

. 

Karen Booth 

Mr. Ingoldsby 

. 

Vickery Wanty 

Mrs. Curtis 

. 

Sally Begg 

Mysterious Voice 

. 

Linda Wolf 

h 



SENIOR FAIR 

On Saturday evening, April eighteenth, the Senior Class organized a fair as 
a fund raising project. The Seniors contributed handmade madras cummerbunds and 
headbands, lacy nightcaps tres feminine, and Cae and Kava club favors. A white 
elephant table offered everything from Elvis Presley records to rhinestone jewelry for 
sale. The Day Students managed a food table that specialized in such rare delicacies 
as hot dogs and doughnuts. 

The Fair not only provided a most enjoyable evening for Rogers Hall, but 
augmented the meager Senior Class treasury. 

H. M. 


FATHER-DAUGHTER DAY 

On the morning of Saturday, April 22, an air of expectancy penetrated the 
corridors of Rogers Hall. The occasion — Fathers’ Day. 

Beginning at eleven, our fathers arrived to be showered with hugs, kisses, and 
eloquent squeals of delight. Nothing could dull our enthusiasm, not even the weather- 
man’s dismisal predictions. Therefore, at one o’clock the cookout went on as scheduled! 
A few timid souls, however, could have been seen sneaking from the porch to the 
warmth and dryness of the dining room. 

As son as the meal was finished, many “couples” were off to the bowling alley 
for an exciting afternoon of matching brawn and brains (adding the score, that is). 
A few, however, scorned the weatherman and participated in the traditional softball 
game, the fathers winning, of course. 

As the afternoon quickly drew to a close there was still time for a short ride to 
the motel for relaxation and a quiet talk before returning to primp for the buffet 
dinner and dance. 

After the scrumptious dinner and the dreamy dance with the theme of “Our 
Town”, all were completely exhausted and Sunday was another day (free dinner cuts 
for all) . 

Yet all too soon Sunday was over and we were forced to bid farewell to the 
most handsome group of escorts Rogers Hall has ever seen — our fathers. 

J. U. 



PROM 

Saturday, May 20, found many excited Rogers Hall girls anxiously awaiting the 
arrival of their best beau. Warm sunny skies glorified walks in the park, friendly bad- 
minton and ping pong games, and Eloise’s tea dance. With the arrival of dusk and 
music from the orchestra of Phil Claf, a romantic atmosphere evolved. The evening 
sped by, interrupted only by the melodious sounds of the R. H. Negatives. Who could 
believe that the end had come when at 12 o’clock we heard Bill’s familiar call . . . 
“That’s all . . . Let’s break it up.” By unanimous decision of faculty and students 
alike, the 1961 prom was rated A-OK. 

L. W. 






FIRST TEAM SOFTBALL 


A beautiful day and cheering crowds combined to make a wonderful setting for 
the Cae-Kava game. For the first four innings Cae very obviously led the game, but 
determined Kavas made a miraculous comeback and quickly changed the score from 
15-1 to one of 17-15. The Caes won, but their victory was well deserved. Their 
mighty hitters led by Captain Polly Mcllvain were apparently testing the energy of 
the Kava team, for they kept them constantly on the run. Outstanding in the game 
was the show of sportsmanship. Both teams deserve credit for displaying such a tre- 
mendous amount of enthusiasm. 


Cae 

Begg 

Cornwall 

Delaney 

Dusseault 

Koser 

Mcllvain (Capt.) 
Parrish 
W anty 
Wilson, J. 

Wilson. S. 

Wolf 

Hansen — Mgr. 


Kava 
Booth 
Burnham 
Cummings 
Dickinson 
Ferrini 
Hodgkinson 
Knight, B. 

Latham 

Nevius 

Rockwell (Capt.) 
Smith, P. 

Blackwood — Mgr. 

F. B. 


SECOND TEAM SOFTBALL 

With the possibility of its being a new tradition, Wiffleball has come to Rogers 
Hall. Because of belated April showers the second team softball game was confined to 
the gym. New rules were established, new positions were played, and a new sport 
brought excitement to the cheering throngs of Cae and Kava. The sharp crack of 
the plastic bat and the sight of the strange white ball kept the onlookers alert. Kava 
managed to hold the lead throughout the first three innings, but in the fourth and 
final inning the Caes spurted ahead to win the game with a score of 19-15. 

Cae Kava 


Bolin 

Godley 

Boynton 

Gort 

Clough 

Grimes 

Costello 

Krueger 

Glenn 

Klein 

Grinnell 

Martin 

Magenau 

Ogden 

Perkins 

Orchard 

Paine 

Osborne 

Scannell 

Stroud 

Upham 

Procter 


F. B. 



Softball 


Cae\ Front ( L-r .) Wanty, Delaney, Mcllvain (captain), Wilson J., Cornwall. Rear (L-r.) 
Parrish, Wolf, Wilson S., Begg, Dusseault, Koser, Hansen (manager). 



Kara: Front (L-r.) Hodgkinson, Dickinson, Rockwell (captain), Latham, Burnham. Rear 
(L-r.) Nevius, Ferrini, Cummings, Booth, Smith P., Knight B., Blackwood (manager). 


FOUNDER’S DAY 

It was a sunny day, May 8th, when the alumnae came back to Rogers Hall. 
There was an unusually large attendance as graduates came from all over the country 
to wish Mrs. MacGay well on her last Founder’s Day as principal of the school. 

The day began with a luncheon, followed by several numbers sung by the Glee 
Club and the Octet. After this brief concert, members of the Ballet hurried over to 
the pool to prepare for the ballet that they had prepared in honor of Mrs. MacGay. 
The theme was “Moments to Remember” and many highlights of Mrs. MacGay’s life 
were totiched upon. 

This Founder’s Day was particularly enjoyed by both present students and 
alumnae, and we hope that its memory will remain as another highlight in Mrs. 
MacGay’s life. 

J. D. 


SWIMMING MEET 

The clear blue water in the pool made all spectators sorry that they were not 
taking an active part in the exciting meet. Cae and Kava swimmers were put through 
a series of races and at their termination one could see that both teams were well 
matched. Also on the program for the afternoon was form swimming. Again, it was 
hard to prophesy a winner. The last event was diving. All four divers were excellent, 
but it must be admitted that Cookie Dusseault deserves praise for her four perfect 
dives. At the end of the meet the score was announced to be 61-59 in favor of Cae. 


Cae 

Begg 

Dusseault (Capt.) 

Forster 

Glenn 

Penniman 

Pogue 

Wilson, J. 

Wilson. S. 

Wells 

Wolf 

Turner — Mgr. 


Kava 

Ferrini 

Grimes (Capt.) 
Hockmeyer 
Knight, B. 

Krueger 

Semple 

Shearer 

Stiles 

Washington 

Latham 

Dickinson — Mgr. 

F. B. 



Swimming 


Cae : Front ( I.-r .) Wilson, S. Wells. Forster, Wilson, J Dusseault (captain). (L-r.) 

Turner (manager) Begg, Pogue, Wolf. 





ii 


Kara: Front (I.-r.) Latham, Stiles, Ferrini, Shearer, Washington, Grimes (captain). Hear 
(l.-r.) Dickinson, (manager), Semple, Krueger, Knight, B. Hockmeyer. 





Badminton 

Cae: (/.-r.) Delaney, Wolf, Maguire (manager), Upham, Dusseault. 



Kava : ( L-r .) Latham, Smith P., Jackson (manager), Burnham, Klein, 



Cheerleaders 


Cac: (7.-/0 Magenau, Turner, Cornwall. Forster, Bloomingdale, Wanty ( mascot ), Penniman, 
Glenn, Wilson S., Mayberry, Dusseault (captain), missing — Wolf. 



Kava : Front (7.-0 Grimes, Richardson, Laftham, Burke. Rear (l.-r.) Clark, Ferrini (cap- 
tain), Booth, Godley (mascot). 





Kara: Front, Ferrini, Semple. Rear (i-r.) Cue' Front. Delaney, Wilson. Rear (I.-r.) Tur- 

Kmght B.. Jackson (manager), Burnham. 1KT - Maguire (manager), Mcllvain. 


TENNIS 

Betsy Semple and Diane Turner stood on opposite sides of the net attempting 
to bring victory to Kava and Cae respectively. The serves were wicked, volleys long 
and the crowds were tense. To the excited crowds both girls looked professional, but 
Betsy Semple had that little something extra that enabled her to win. The other 
members of the teams that didn’t reach the finals were Polly Mcllvain, Joan Delaney, 
and Marcie Koser for Cae and Marcia Burnham. Marty Ferrini, and Barbara Knight 
for Kava. 

Cae Kava 

Maguire — Mgr. Jackson — Mgr. 

F. B. 



BACCALAUREATE 

On Sunday, May 4th, the Senior Class, followed by the undergraduates, 
marched solemnly into All Souls Church for the Baccalaureate Services. After hearing 
a sermon urging them to follow the way of God and enjoying the selections presented 
by the combined choirs of All Souls and Rogers Hall, the seniors and their parents 
were entertained at a punch hour in the Parish House bv the women of the church. 

J u. 


MUSICALE 

Sunday afternoon, June fourth, the Glee Club gave a concert as part of the 
Commencement activities. Beginning with “The Heavens Declare the Glory of God”, 
the program was varied and interesting, including songs from Gilbert and Sullivan’s 
“Patience” and folk songs such as “The Baboon’s Wedding”. “Prelude in G Minor”, 
by Rachmaninoff was presented as a piano quartet by Sarah Greene, Pamela Grinnell, 
Anne Hockmeyer and Miss LeButt. 

At the reception following the concert, everyone agreed that the musicale had 
been an excellent and fitting end to this year’s Glee Club activities. 






H„ M. 



CLASS DAY 


The day before Commencement the exciting Class Day exercises were held. 
Mrs. MacGay started the program by handing out the athletic cups and awards. 
Individual badminton and tennis cups were won by Joan Delaney and Betsy Semple, 
respectively. Sally Begg also received recognition when she won the year’s posture 
award. 

The most exciting moment of the program w r as the announcement of the club 
officers for next year. The President and Vice President of Cae are Polly Mcllvain 
and Sally Begg and for Kava they are Betsy Semple and Debby Latham. 

The Seniors led the next part of the program and presented the prophecy 
read by Dorrie Burke and the will read by Julie Upham. To end the program the 
seniors and undergrads sang their songs to each other. 

Club Cups 

Cae Swimming Cae 

Kava Badminton Cae 

Cae Tennis Kava 

Cae 

Individual Awards 

Joan Delaney 
Elizabeth Semple 
Sally Begg 

Red Cross Awards 
Junior Life Saving — Jann Shearer 

Senior Life Saving 

Karen Booth 
Sheila Donoghue 
Rebecca Forster 
Julia Hudson 
Barbara Lage 

Water Safety Aide — Barbara Lage and Margaret Wells 

R. H. Awards 

Given to those who have earned a total of fifty or more points in 
one year. Points are given for athletic ability, captains, managers, 
water ballet, life saving, posture, attitude and neatness. 

Cae 

Pamela Cornwall 
Joan Delaney 
Johannah Dusseault 
Mary Mcllvain 
Diane Turner 


Hall 

House 
Shedd 

Club Songs 


Julie Upham 
Margaret Wells 
Judith Wilson 
Susan Wilson 
Linda Wolf 


Kava 

Karen Booth 
Martha Ferrini 
Barbara Knight 
Deborah Latham 
Nancy Nevius 
Carolyn Rockwell 


Neatness Awards 

Sarah Greene and Pamela Grinnell 
Christina Cummings and Pamela Smith 
Sally Begg and Rebecca Forster 


Susan Lumb 
Sandra Olson 
Jinna Osborne 
Margaret Wells 


Hockey 

Volleyball 

Basketball 

Softball 


Badminton 
Tennis Cup 
Posture Cup 


F. B. 


COMMENCEMENT PLAY 


After much heated debate the play chosen to be presented for the 1961 Com- 
mencement was “Our Town” by Thornton Wilder. If applause may be used as a 
measure, this was a wise choice. 

Somehow Mrs. Worsham’s patience and perseverance withstood the hectic 
extra rehearsals . and finally the big night arrived. From the smallest to the largest, 
character makeup was applied with care and then all the cast were on their own to 
do their best and above all to enjoy themselves while doing it. And enjoy themselves 
they did with the result that in Mrs. MacGay’s words this play “was better than the 
last.” 


Stage Manager 

Dr. Gibbs .... 
Joe Crowell . . . . 

Howie Newsome 
Mrs. Gibbs . 

Mrs. Webb . 

George Gibbs . 

Reb ecca Gibbs 
Wally Webb . 

Emily Webb 

Professor Willard 

Mr. Webb .... 

Woman in the Balcony 

Man in the Auditorium 

Lady in the Box 

Simon Stimson 

Mrs. Soames 

Constable Warren 

Si Crowell .... 

Baseball Players . Judith 

Sam Craig . 

Joe Stoddard 
First Dead Man . 

Second Dead Alan 

First Dead Woman 

Second Dead Woman 

Farmer McCarthy 

Two Assistant Stage Managers 

Three Choir Members Charlotte 


CAST 

Johannah Dusseault 
Florence Burke 
. Martha Ferrini 
Julie Upham 
Sandra Olson 
Julia Hudson 
. Nancy Nevius 
Martha Stevens 
. Pamela Procter 
Martha Mattson 
Louise Jackson 
Jennifer Bloomingdale 
Diana Tichy 
Martha Fassett 
Jane Larmon 
Nancy Scanned 
Susan Wilson 
Linda Wolf 
. Rebecca Forster 
Anderson, Evelyn Clough, Jane Dickinson 

Vickery Wanty 
Hal Maguire 
. Sheila Donoghue 
Elizabeth Stiles 
Ann McCoy 
. Ann Hodgkinson 
Barbara Lage 
Carolyn Rockwell, Janis Woodward 
Costello, Catherine Ci'aig, Barbara Knight 


Director 
M usic . 

Scenery 

Stage Manager . 
Stage Hands 

Sound 
Make-u p 

Costume Mistress 
Lights 


Technical Staff 

Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham 
. Miss Dorothy LeButt 
Mrs. Dorothy Perloff, Jane Clark, Linda Wilkinson 

. Anne Gilgis 
Martha Godley, Christine Kreuger, 
Susan Lumb, Virginia Martin 
Pamela Grinned 
Anne Boynton, Louise Brooks, Christine Ewing, 
Martha Ferrini, Karen Hibbs, Barbara Lage 

Marlene Gort 
. • . Anne Hockmeyer 








COMMENCEMENT 


On June sixth, a beautiful spring day symbolic of the hope in our hearts, the 
seniors at Rogers Hall graduated. A. Graham Baldwin, D.D., of Andover gave the 
address, leaving us with this memorable thought: “Never sacrifice any of your values 
unless you receive something more valuable in return”. 

After the Honorable John C. Leggat had conferred the diplomas, Jennifer 
Rloomingdale, as president, presented four silver candlesticks to the school on behalf 
of the senior class. Then Mrs. MacGay awarded the school prizes. 

Following this, came the special part of the program dedicated to Mrs. Mac- 
Gay on this, her “Commencement”, too. A golden key fitting the front door of Rogers 
Hall was presented by Miss Ellenor Trull on behalf of the trustees as a token of their 
appreciation. Then a handsome silver tray and check were given Mrs. MacGay by 
Mrs. Betty Fowle Page, president of the Alumnae Association, as an expression of 
affection from the Alumnae. 


AWARDS AND HONORS 


Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 
Julie Upham 


Judith Anderson 
Susanne Frisselle 
Pamela Grinnell 


Honor Roll — 
Anne Hockmeyer 
Julia Hudson 
Hal Maguire 
Martha Mattson 


Average 85 c /c or above 

Cynthia Ogden Susan Smith 

Nancy Robinson Diane Turner 

Nancy Scanned Julie Upham 

Deborah Schliebus 


Helen Hill Award 
Linda Wolf 


Special Award 
Julia Pludson 

Athletic Cup — Johannah Dusseault 
Art Prize — Susan Wilson 


Dramatics — Johannah Dusseault 
Honorable Mention 

Jennifer Bloomingdale Martha Mattson Nancy Nevius 


Music Appreciation — Pamela Grinned 
Honorable Mention 

Pamela Cornwall Sheila Donoghue Julia Hudson 

Catherine Craig Anne Hodgkinson 


Class — Julia Hudson 


Jennifer Bloomingdale 
Pamela Grinned 


Current Events 

Assembly — Susanne Frisselle 

Honorable Mention 
Susan Lumb Hal Maguire 

Nancy Scanned Carolyn Rockwell 


Nancy Nevius 


Splinters Prizes 


Sue Penniman 


H. M. 







VC 









,. . v \ 

-mm IfiL 

**Siy4 

'litMw -jig 


45^?S3J3^ il 




- 

P^^Sri^v 

I*3SElP5fefe 

WzM LS l w* r **f ^rCl 

1 ^ jjj 

^11 

V ^ ^ ▼ 


jgj^i.. 

^vTvol 

ml 

'•VI 

F| » ^ ♦ - s#« 1 

m if- mn i 

K ™ j 




*$**"'■ 




'TZf 


% 


4Y 





Engagements 

Victoria Estes to Mr. Charles Knight Heath of Hinsdale. Illinois. Mr. Heath 
is a graduate of Deerfield Academy and The University of Wisconsin. The wedding 
will take place July 22nd in Dundee, Illinois. 

Bonney Herrmann to Mr. Perry Clark. An August 12th wedding is planned. 
In the fall they will live in Lexington, Kentucky, where Mr. Clark will study medicine. 


Marriages 

May 7, 1961 — Carol Ganem to Dr. Frank E. Shamy of Montreal. Province of 
Quebec, Canada, in Boston, Massachusetts. Mary Leone Lyons was a member of 
Carol’s wedding party. 

June 17, 1961 — Nola Sundin to Dr. Robert Francis Williams in Worcester. 
Massachusetts. 

June 24, 1961 — Joanne Copenhaver to Mr. Edward Demond Fowler in North 
Woodstock, New Hampshire. 


Births 

A daughter, Delia Patricia, to Mr. and Mrs. Lewis McCoy (Anne Hoff) on 
September 26, 1960. 

A daughter, Carolyn Boutell, to Mr. and Mrs. Charles R. Penhaligen (Ann 
Fletcher) on November 30, 1960. 

A son, David, to Mr. and Mrs. David Wilcox (Judith Mereness) on December 
12, 1960. 

A daughter, Cynthia Charlotte, to Mr. and Mrs. Nicholas M. Berardi (Nicole 
Barson) on March 22, 1961. The Berardis live at 11 Columbia Avenue in Hartsdale, 
New York. 


Deaths 

Frances Dana Dillman on April 1 1, 1960. 

Marjorie Wescott Freedman on May 23, 1960, in Tucson, Arizona, after a 
long illness. 

Priscilla Howes Goethals on September 13, 1960. 

Ruth Thayer Taintor on December 4, 1960. 

Christine MacGregor Tegelaar on April 12, 1961. 


General 

We are proud and happy to report that a letter was received from Syracuse 
University telling us that Mary Louise Argyle, a member of the Freshman class, had 
been selected as one of the thirty students to participate in the fifth year of an experi- 
mental honors program in the Maxwell Graduate School of Citizenship and Public 
Affairs in the College of Liberal Arts. These students were chosen from applicants 
who volunteered for the work in addition to their regular class assignments. There 
are currently 1520 students taking this course. We are, of course, most gratified with 
this early recognition of Mary Louise’s potential and high academic achievement as 
well as the university’s very thoughtful expression of congratulation to the faculty and 
guidance counselors at Rogers Hall for the high quality of preparation received here. 
May we pass on our congratulations to you, Mary Louise! 

We understand that Rogers Hall was represented this June among the gradu- 
ates of the following colleges and junior colleges: Carolyn Abbott from The Phila- 
delphia Conservatory of Music: Catherine Crumpacker from The University of Michi- 
gan; Caroline Curtin from Mount Vernon Junior College; Julie Eiseman from Ben- 
nington College; Pamela Foote and Judith Mason from Colby Junior College; Barbara 


Gifford from Pine Manor Junior College; Beryl Joiner from Endicott Junior College; 
Janet King from Marjorie Webster Junior College; Georgena Lindenburg from The 
University of New Mexico; Janet Lombard from Mount Holyoke College; Catherine 
Morrill from Bennett College; Patricia Rosenshine from Hollins College; Gail Rock- 
well from The University of Missouri; and Melanie Sulouff from Finch College. Gail 
Rockwell received a B.S. in Agriculture and hopes to continue in that field. Janet 
Lombard, who majored in physiology and zoology, plans to continue her studies in 
Florence, Italy, after summer work at the Sloan-Kettering Institute. And Julie Eise- 
man, majoring in Drama, has worked at Boston’s WHDH, WGBH-TV Channel 2 
in Cambridge, The Charles Play house and the Oscard Agency in New York City 
during the yearly Non-Resident Terms while at Bennington. Her senior project 
included intensive work in play analysis, theatre history and production techniques. 

Diane Shearer, a junior in the physical therapy course at Bouve-Boston School, 
which is affiliated with Tufts University, has been elected social chairman for the 
school year 1961-62. 

This year Marjorie Robinson is working as a Speech Therapist for the Somer- 
ville Public Schools. She writes that she sees a hundred and sixty pupils every week. 
She also was working on her thesis in order to receive her M.A. from Boston University 
this June when we heard from her in the spring. An extremely busy girl, we’d say! 

As a varsity debater on Boston University’s Debate Squad, Louise Hart was 
secretary of the 13th Annual Interscholastic Debate Tournament held at the university 
on May 6th. 

Founder’s Day was most successful this year. Lyn Abbott and Cynthia Irelan 
not only came for the day but spent the weekend! On Sunday Lyn gave a concert for 
the girls. She is a most talented pianist and we were thrilled to have her play for us. 
Furthermore, it was loads of iun to have both girls visit us. 

The Class of 1936, celebrating its twenty-fifth anniversary, mustered seven 
members for its reunion. Ruth Higby Elder and Patricia Mason Brooks worked strenu- 
ously to accomplish this. Patty, who lives in Richmond, Virginia, came the greatest 
distance. She drove north, picking up Ruth in Waccabuc, New York. We had seen 
Patty earlier this year as her daughter, Louise, is a member of our Freshman class. 
We had also met her husband, Carson, a Director of the Metallurgical Research Di- 
vision of Reynolds Metals Company. Patty has many activities besides taking care of 
her husband and four children — she has three boys younger than Louise. She is a 
member of the Women’s Auxiliary of Johnston-Willis Hospital, a volunteer in several 
branches of Red Cross, Secretary of the James River Republican Women’s Club and 
delegate to the State Convention, President-elect of the River Road Garden Club, 
and a member of the Commonwealth Women’s Club and St. John’s Episcopal Church. 
Ruth is also a busy gal in her home town. She is active in the Community Players 
group and the church; has been President of the P. T. A. and is Committee Chairman 
of House of the Waccabuc Country Club. Last year she opened her own decorating 
business. Ruth has three children. Nancy Dellinger Marshall, who lives in South 
Weymouth, Massachusetts, was the third member of the class at the reunion. The 
fourth was Phyllis Falter Schreiber of Wellesley, Massachusetts. Phyllis has two chil- 
dren, James, Jr., thirteen years old, and Carol Ann, seven. The fifth member was 
Virginia Fitz Fuller whose home is still in Wakefield, Massachusetts. Ginny’s oldest 
daughter, Diane, is getting married in August. She has another daughter who was 
graduated from Centenary Junior College this June, a son who graduated from Hold- 
erness School this year, and a second son in Toby Academy. In between all this, Ginny 
plays golf! Helen Whittet Cook and Constance Winnette Frank completed the seven 
members present. Helen with her husband, George, and their five children lives in 
Hingham, Massachusetts, and Connie in East Chelmsford. Her husband, Arthur, and 
she have taken over her grandparents’ home, so she is back at the same address 
as when she attended Rogers Hall. The Franks have two daughters. 


A report on as many members of the Class of 1936 as replied to the question- 
naire sent to all was given us. Many lived too far away to be here for Founder’s Day. 
but we did get some news. Virginia Meyer Koerner writes that she is still teaching 
Home Economics in West Covina, California, plus working on her M.A. in Counseling 
and. Guidance. This summer she is going on a Sociology trip to Europe. Ginny calls 
it getting educated the painless way! She will spend twenty days in Russia and will 
also go to Hungary and the Western Democracies. She plans to be away all summer. 

Elaine Putnam Bailey is back in this country as her husband, Tom, has com- 
pleted his tour of duty in Germany. The Baileys — -they have two children — are now 
stationed at Fort Benning, Georgia. 

Elizabeth Tower lives at “Wits End”, R. F. D. *1, Clermont, Florida. Betty 
has a new business project — A Sundries Shop (soda shop to us Yankees) on the Main 
Street of Clermont. Last year she had a glorious European trip, going over by boat 
and returning by jet. 

Another member of the Class of 1936 who was unable to be here for the re- 
union was Martha Walsh Porteus. She came to Lowell a few months ago, however, 
and visited Mrs. MacGay. Martha’s home is in Cheshire, Connecticut, where her 
husband, Morgan, is rector of St. Peter’s Episcopal Church. They are the proud 
parents of three sons — ages thirteen, ten and six. 

Barbara Homer Beckham writes that she is married to a Georgia cracker but 
has lived in Miami, Florida, for about twenty-five years. She is a member of The 
Board of Trustees of The Everglades School where she hopes her oldest child can go 
next year. The Beckhams have two younger children. 

Unfortunately Helen Larmon Benzinger was prevented from coming to the 
reunion as one of her children was ill. The Benzigers live in Darien, Connecticut. We 
were extremely sorry that Helen couldn’t be here. It would have been fun! 

During the luncheon Ruth Elder presented Mrs. MacGay with a beautiful 
Paul Revere silver bowl — a gift from the Class of 1936. She will use it in Camden 
with much pleasure and it will bring back many memories, not only of the Class of 
1936, but of this most outstanding and happy Founder’s Day. 

At Stephens College where she is a Freshman Barbara Smith has been named 
Editorial Editor of the college newspaper for the coming year. She is also a member 
of the choir. She has another accomplishment which may seem a bit odd for a girl 
— she ranked seventh in the nation in the National Rifiery Association matches last 
summer! 

Cynthia Irelan does a remarkable job of keeping track of her Class of 1954. 
This year she sent a report of their doings to date. From it we learned that Shirley 
Jo Arn Sparrow and her husband, Bob, are now living in Norfolk, Virginia, where 
he is stationed. Sara Lea Callaway is secretary to the President of Miller’s, Inc., a 
large department store in her home town, Knoxville, Tennessee. Ann Cook Nelson 
has added to her busy life in Chicago by becoming a member of the Board of Direc- 
tors of the Wilmette Little Theatre. She loves it, of course. Cynthia’s report also 
stated that Dede Doherty’s engagement to her boss at Time and Life, James Hayes, 
had been announced. The wedding was to take place on May 20th. When Cynthia 
met Dede for lunch, she found her in a complete tizzy — up to her ears in wedding 
plans! From Cynthia’s news letter we also learned of the birth of twin sons, Kevin 
Duane and Robert Bruce, to Mr. and Mrs. Robert Innes (Barbara Emmons) in 
December of 1959. Cynthia talked recently with Karlyn Herrhammer. Karlyn is 
now a buyer at Saks Fifth Avenue, but is thinking very seriously of moving to St. 
Thomas in the Virgin Islands. Anne Wellesley Howes Sprinkle, whose son, Dixie, is 
now two years old, writes from Greensboro, North Carolina, that she is working for 
the Provident Mutual Life Insurance Company of Philadelphia in the District Group 
Office in Greensboro and adores her job. Cynthia's own plans sounded exciting. She 
told us that this summer she is going to Europe all by herself. More power to her! 


One day since Commencement Joan Thomas Deigert and Priscilla Robertson 
Greenhalge stopped in at school. It was good to see them. During the Commence- 
ment period itself, we had many visitors as. because of Mrs. MacGav’s retirement, it 
was a particularly moving and important occasion. Jean MacGay Curtiss and her 
husband. Bill, came from then home in Perrvsburg, Ohio, and Katherine Steen 
Larmon. one of our Alumnae Trustees, was also here. Many alumnae will remember 
our former Director of Physical Education. Mrs. John Brainerd, who before her 
marriage was Miss Rosalyn Breedon. You will be interested to know that she was 
here not only for the Commencement itself, but for most of the preceding activities. 

Mso that she looked as young and pretty as ever! She felt quite at home occupying 
one of the small infirmary rooms. Three other alumnae spent the night before Com- 
mencement in the big infirman room. Nancy Lawder Wolcott and Letitia Payne 
Zoller of the Class of 1939 had fun sharing the room with one of last year’s graduates. 
Lisa Sleeper. Lisa's class had a remarkable representation at Commencement as in 
all thirteen members were here. The others were Deborah Arnold, Barbara Birdsall. 
Ann Burrows. Susan Camp. Ann Dixon. Georgia Grant. Karen Heiman, Lucy Page. 
Diane Rowell. Barbara Smith. Gail Stockwell. and Wendy Wilkinson. 

Altogether it was a Commencement that we shall never forget — perfect in 
many ways, but very sad. too. We will not attempt to tell more about it here as it 
has all been described in this issue. Therefore, we will simply end with this message 
from Mrs. MacGay to all of you. 

"I cannot resist taking this opportunity to say thank you to you alumnae for 
the generous gift presented to me Commencement morning by Betty Fowle Page. 
President of The Alumnae Association, in a very gracious and moving speech. To 
say that I was deeply touched is expressing it mildly! Fancy your giving your retiring 
Lady Principal a check sizable enough to make my dream of a trip to Europe possible 
next spring — something I have always yearned for. And the silver tray is stunning. 
I shall think of each one of you with love when I am serving tea in my Camden 
home. Again, my grateful thanks. You did tar too much for nie!' : 
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EDITORIAL 

This is America of the mid-20th Century! We are living in an age of 
washing machines, hidden persuaders, and status-seekers. Our society still 
provides us with a high standard of living and the hope of advancement. But 
what good is a nation if the population doesn’t take advantage of these 
opportunities? It is our responsibility, as the voters and leaders of tomorrow, 
to recognize and to make the most of what our great country has to offer. 
But before we can start thinking of our own lives, we must first, and fore- 
most, think of our nation’s lifeline which is democracy. The majority of 
teenagers do not seem to appreciate or realize the importance of the many 
privileges the government provides and protects. 

To attain the greatest rewards from these privileges, the American 
society must be educated. In order to do this properly, our educational 
system ought to be revised. Youngsters in the kindergarten should be taught 
the values of a democratic country. Pre-high-school students should be 
taught the internal and external threats to our government. High school 
students should be instructed in the techniques required to remove these 
threats. And finally, in college, students should be trained to carry out the 
necessary programs needed to preserve our freedom. 

But we need more than just new teaching. We need a strong sense of 
loyalty to and a firm belief in our government. Our patriotism should be 
genuine and constant (not the kind that can be turned on or off like a T.V. 
set). Colonel John Glenn has raised the country’s morale. And now it is up 
to us to see that it doesn’t fall. 

I am concerned with preserving our freedom, because I have been made 


aware of our diminishing freedom by reading two of Aldous Huxley’s novels 
which deal with the conservation of democracy. Mr. Huxley feels, as do 
many contemporary writers, that education is one of the main forces in 
maintaining a free and strong nation. Most of these authors, including 
George Orwell, C. P. Snow, Jacques Barzun, and James Conant, have a 
sense of urgency. Hence, we must begin now, at prep school, to take it 
upon ourselves to find out more about this land of ours, how it grew from 
men’s dreams, and how it was paid for with the price of men's lives. We 
should learn not to take things for granted, for God gives and takes as He 
sees fit. 

We, at Rogers Hall, can do our part by taking full advantage of every 
opportunity available to us. For in order to achieve personal goals, we must 
make sure our government is strong and not corrupt. The best way to ensure 
a good society is for each individual to have a good, strong educational 
background. Prep school and college come but once, and life on earth, also, 
comes but once. These are our challenges, and we must meet them. If we 
do, we can have freedom in our Brave New World and in 19841 


TRAGEDY TEACHES 

Tragedies sometimes happen 
Throughout the life one lives; 
These are the lessons God teaches, 
These are the lessons God gives. 

Looking for light in darkness, 
Perceiving in death God’s way, 
This is understanding gained, 

This is wisdom to stay. 


Debbie Wood ’63 
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A SNOWFLAKE 


Snow falls softly to the ground. 

In constant pattern, lacking sound, 

Each snowflake different, fragile, and pure 
With graven beauty, pale, and sure. 


Whence come these snowflakes, ever so fair? 
From whose design such grace and care? 
*Twas God who divine materials tossed, 

And created a snowflake from wind and frost. 


Louise Brooks ’64 
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THE INFINITE QUESTION 

Is Life: 

torment or relief 
joy or grief 
love or hate 
plan or fate? 

THE FINITE ANSWER 

Life is: 

torture and comfort 
pleasure and hurt 
love and hate 
plan and fate. 

Judy Anderson ’64 


THE YEARS 

As the old year closes, 

Locking within us our memories, 

The new year opens and proposes, 

What we can shape into harmonies. 

Liz Gregory ’64 
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LOOKING BACK 


As I look through the clouds at the earth below, 

I reminisce of experiences 1 once used to know. 

I glance at the cities that never have rest 
And the wide countryside where peace was best. 

I gaze at the valleys, then everlasting streams, 

Where so many times I’d create silly dreams. 

I view nature’s wonders, man’s love and hate, 

And see precious gifts people discover too late. 

Seeing these things, the good and the bad, 

1 understand why men are happy and sad. 

Then thinking to myself and wondering back, 

If I had the chance would 1 ever retrack? 

After thought, I decide that I’d not. 

For my home now is a paradise spot, 

But I truly wish that everyone could see, 

One profound glimpse of this eternity. 

Here there’s sunshine, never any rain, 

Existence without confusion, turmoil or pain. 

This life is so different from anything taught, 

But one which brings ultimate peace when sought. 

Here I have found the utmost in understanding, 

A world of leisure, no demanding. 

Yet I know not when people will see, 

That I mourn for them, not they for me. 

Louise Brooks ’64 
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FATE 

Elucidate please, 

Why is it so? 

How to comprehend, 

Please let me know — 

Can it be altered? 

By determination some say. 

Are you as bewildered. 

By this mysterious, veiled way? 

Anne Hockmeyer ’63 


REFLECTIONS ON THE SPACE AGE 

I fear to look toward heaven now 
Upon a dark, clear night, 

Seeking stars and finding but 
A roaming satellite. 

I fear that in a year or so, 

To take the dear moon’s place, 

Will spin a thousand man-made stars 
In God’s once-ordered space. 


Ruthie Pogue ’62 


EVOLUTION 

As the public of today is well aware, Natalie Wood and Richard 
Breymer starred in the movie version of West Side Story. They are usually 
also aware that it was derived from the Broadway show of the same title, 
and most know that Leonard Bernstein composed the famous songs and 
lyrics. Yet few realize the interesting and historic background of its basic 
plot. 

Contrary to popular opinion, West Side Story was not derived solely 
from Shakespeare’s Romeo and Juliet. It has been said: “Mr. Laurent's book 
did not try to paraphrase the Romeo and Juliet Story, but instead used it as 
a reference point or suggestion for the development of the theme.” One must 
also note the fact that Romeo and Juliet was not purely a Shakespearean 
creation, for the idea was captured from a myth of Ovid written in 8 A.D., 
the myth in this instance being “Pyramus and Thisbe.” 

If one is not familiar with “Pyramus and Thisbe” or Romeo and Juliet 
but is familiar with West Side Story, one knows the basic plot of the two 
young people existing in the realm of forbidden love, their fleeting chance 
to escape the impending forces that are preventing this love from materializing 
into marriage, and the tragic ending of death. One thus has the information 
necessary for following this story back through the centuries. 

Ovid, as an individual, was interested in women and love. In 8 A.D. 
he was banished by the Emperor Augustus, because his works were “too 
corrupt for the Roman Youth!” “Pyramus and Thisbe” was one of these 
works. Reflecting the atmosphere of that era, “Pyramus and Thisbe” was 
a myth to explain the color of the mulberry tree. It embodies a pledge of 
undying love, fiery passion, desire, and the search for happiness and unity. 
Yet the lovers had a barrier, for their parents forbade this love. Appointing 
a time and place to meet, the lovers were planning to run away. Yet as in 
Romeo and Juliet and West Side Story, the tragic ending, culminating in 
death, was inevitable. Thisbe, upon waiting for her mate, was approached 
by a lion. In fear she fled and dropped her cloak. When Pyramus arrived, 
he spotted the cloak and thinking his mate dead, killed himself with a dagger. 
Sensing all was safe, meanwhile, Thisbe returned, found Pyramus dead, and, 
in anguish, killed herself as well. 

William Shakespeare, living in the sixteenth century, discovered the old 
myth and adapted it to the age in which he lived. He used the same plot, 
but he added the idea of chivalry. As the age was more complex, the story 
was more complex. Hatred and jealousy were involved and the desire for 


self-determination was demonstrated. The hatred and the jealousy were not 
in Ovid as they were in Romeo and Juliet and West Side Story, but the 
desire for self-determination was apparent in all three. Here, too, the search 
for happiness led .to inevitable death, the same ending as in Ovid. Yet to 
reflect the changed times, Shakespeare eliminated the lion and substituted 
a sleeping potion. As further indices of the changed times, a fight between 
jealous suitors took place, and the final destruction was achieved by the use 
of poison in place of the dagger. 

The Shakespearean era passed, but Shakespeare’s works endured. 
They can apply to life today. Even though Mr. Laurent used the plot as a 
“reference point or suggestion for the development of his theme,” West Side 
Story could well be considered a modem Romeo and Juliet. The hatred 
is there — the hatred between the parents of the lovers; the jealousy is there — 
the jealousy between two suitors; the desire for self-determination is there — 
the resolve to take the fleeting chance for happiness by running away; and 
lastly, the tragedy is there — death. The ending is similar to the previous 
two but altered somewhat to meet a later age. The lion and the sleeping 
potion are replaced by a gang fight; the expression of jealousy is replaced by 
a struggle with knives instead of with swords, and the destruction by daggers 
and potion is replaced by that of a gun. Yet contrary to the other two, the 
heroine lives on. Why is this, one may ask? What are the three trying to 
prove? Could the conclusion of West Side Story indicate that in our age 
the idea of self-sacrifice for love has diminished in importance? Are we able 
to recognize the death of a lover isn’t the end of the world? Is it that 
as human beings we are better able to face reality and to recognize that under 
any circumstances life must go on? 


Elizabeth Semple ’62 


SPECULATIONS OF A SOPHOMORE 

What is humor? Is it the character of a person or the expression and 
wording of a joke? 

What is laughter? Is it that overwhelming feeling that completely takes 
you over or the boisterous noise that shows understanding? 

What is fear? Is it the things you can’t explain or the somethings you 
can’t face? 

What is emotion? Is it what one lets in from without or what one must 
let out from within? 


Virginia Martin '64 


LUCK — The dictionary says 
that luck ... is something left 
to chance . . . and I will add 
that it could be ... a whim of 
circumstances . . . luck often 
wins where craft falls short . . . 
this fact is so well known . . . 
yet, who is there who can pre- 
dict . . . when it will grace his 
zone . . . it’s best not to depend 
on it . . . unless you are quite 
willing ... to pay the piper when 
you hit ... a zero with your 
drilling . . . luck has a magic 
power . . . magnetic in its force 
. . . affecting mankind’s interest 
. . . with happiness or remorse 
... no one knows how to find it 
. . . it visits but a few ... so 
do not try to look for it . . . 
someday it may find you. 

Lisa Walker ’63 




SOFTLY AT DAWN 

I looked and I saw it, 

like thousands of doves, 

Noiseless and peaceful from 
havens above. 

It covered the world in a 
blanket of white, 

Only to be shattered by 
man’s hurried flight. 

Once man awakened, hurried 
not to be late, 

I knew that that splendor 
would only abate. 

But this day I had seen it 
in dawn’s early morn, 

Something to cherish 

as something newborn. 

Linda Taft ’64 


REALITY 

In spite of our intellects 
And high-flown talking — 
We can only go on 
Plodding and walking. 


Cori Bryer ’64 


CANDLE IN THE DARK 



She walked fog-swirled 
People passed. 

She saw their eyes cutting grooves in the sidewalk. 
Two young men 

sunk under felt hats 
Arguing tepidly. 

She straightened her shoulders, 

Tightened her stomach, 

Stared, 

Forcing their eyes to lift — 

But no, 

Dead, 

they did not reach her through the mist. 

She walked fog-hid. 

People passed, laughing 
High and happy. 

These people she lived with . . 

They, warmed by friendly fires . . . 

She, frozen out, 

Her eyes boring holes in the passive snow, 

Too beaten to try to reach 

their eyes. 

And now the fog closed in. 

She no longer saw the eyes, 

No longer felt the sting of cold 
Outside. 

Her fog held her. She drifted 
Down 
and 

down 

She walked fog-lost. 

No sun nor moon nor neon light 
Could pierce her dark. 

Then one day a candle came 
Glowing-soft, 

And stayed with her! 

And gently, 

Gently the mist cleared. 

And she lit her small wet candle from that 
Fire so warm, 

Fire whose closeness 
Never burned. 


Connie Tucker ’63 




SOCIETY 

maids 

chauffeurs 

Cadillacs 

society 

✓ 


accents 
diamonds 
tinted hair 

society 


teas 

dinners 

debutantes 

society 

self-deluding 

self-eluding 

self-protruding 

society 



Betsy Semple ’62 


THE SITTING OF A STATUS-SEEKER 

I entered the train bound for Boston with an air of confidence in- 
consistent with my nature. Carefully I surveyed the seating situation and 
found my choice limited to sitting with either an old nun or a freshly-scrubbed 
“Yalie.” As I am fairly close to being a normal American girl, I chose the 
latter. 

Fraught with suitcases, coat, books, and other miscellaneous articles 
associated with those returning to prep school after a week-end, I walked 
with assumed fearlessness to my predetermined seat. With a sigh of casual- 
ness, almost boredom, I allowed the gallant lad to put my suitcase on the 
rack overhead. Inside I was shaking. My black-gloved hands commenced 
to open a pack of cigarettes. Obviously, this was one of my first attempts. 
Again showing gallantry, he lighted my cigarette. We spoke few words. 
Rather I might say I stuttered a few replies to his wise questions. But I 
suppose it was a typical train-ride conversation. 

As I sat there preoccupied with the task of creating the impression of 
a suave, ever-so-experienced college girl, I failed to notice a rather tremendous 
suitcase looming in the rack above. This suitcase was above average in both 
size, and, as I was later to learn, weight. Meanwhile my chatter with the 
“Yalie” continued. We discussed Vance Packard’s The Status Seekers. He 
spoke articulately on Packard’s main thesis. I listened. My mother has 
always told me to say nothing when in doubt. 

When I again started looking at my copy of The Status Seekers , (I use 
the word “looking at” to differentiate my action from reading), I had been 
little enlightened by the listening. Then again, I was too busy trying to make 
an impression to learn something. 

The train bounced on. We sped under a bridge, hit a rather pronounced 
bump, and, lo and behold, the suitcase, previously looming above, had fallen 
mercilessly upon my unknowing skull. Needless to say, this was not only a 
painful experience but an embarrassing one as well. 

Recovering, I asked myself just what the experienced college-girl would 
do in this situation. The questioning was to no avail. The experienced college- 
girl’s life, in general, is void of such unfortunate experiences. 


After the initial blow, I remember hearing the Yalie, now with eyes 
bulging in disbelief, saying, “Are you okay?” His concern was genuine. 
After all, it was his suitcase that had indented my scalp. 

To make things worse, a rather boisterous woman sitting in the front 
of the car announced to the population who hadn’t seen the accident that 
the suitcase had fallen directly on my head. Consequently, everyone looked 
over at me. 

The blow had dazed me; the woman had embarrassed me. I still at- 
tempted poise. I thought a cigarette might relax me, so I proceeded to light 
the filtered end. 

“Enough of this impression stuff,” I thought to myself. The remaining 
miles on the way to Boston were filled with easy conversation and genuine 
relaxation. I had closed the book, put away the cigarettes, and started playing 
myself. 


Ruth Pogue ’62 
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POINT OF VIEW 

Everyone finds some things strange some of the time, but Maggy con- 
stantly finds “normal” things (like when I sit in my bed and make it!) 
eccentric. Sometimes Maggy's pretty eccentric herself. Not that Maggy’s 
sick in the head or anything, but it’s crazy to let little things which are 
perfectly “normal” become upsetting. Poor Maggy! 

Let me tell you about Maggy. Then decide for yourself. Is she or 
isn’t she? 

Maggy’s a friend of mine; we live together. There that reminds me. 
She’s not domesticated. I like to put magazines opened up to a certain page 
all around the room just so it looks pretty. But Maggy (I don’t know what’s 
wrong with her!) stacks them all up neatly, and (get this ! !) she actually 
thinks she’s being neat and proper. Poor Maggy! 

Maggy’s a very narrow'-minded person. When I tell her Kennedy’s no 
good and that Goldw'ater is perfect, she just says that Kennedy is our President 
and that w'e are stuck w'ith him anyw'ay, so why fuss? What does she know' 
anyway? She doesn’t read any “right-wing” newspapers, and that’s all I read. 

I have animals on my bed and naturally every night I say good-night 
to them just so they won’t get lonesome. Well, Maggv stares at me the 
whole time I’m doing it. You know' w'hat else she does. She throws her 
animals (she literally throw’s them) on the floor. She certainly isn’t very 
sensitive, and I can see she’s one of those people who think animals are 
stuffed. Poor Maggy! 

There’s something w'rong w'ith Maggy's mouth, too, (not that it’s 
misshapen or anything). It’s just that sometimes she doesn’t like to open it 
and gets very mad if I open mine. But, I have to open mine to tell her 
what a mess the w'orld is in. Then she asks me if I’m finished before I'm 
finished, but I just have to keep on telling her w'hat a mixed-up man 
Kennedy is. Then she just picks up and leaves. Poor, disturbed Maggy! 

Now you know it's Maggy w'ho is not too well. But I really can’t tell 
Maggy that she belongs in Danvers. You see, Maggy’s my friend. Poor 
Maggy ! ! ! 


Linda Taft '64 



BOWLING 

My first crack at bowling — man, what a riot! 

That big, heavy ball I just cannot pilot. 

Three big steps forward — now for the throw, 

But it slips from my hand, oh my poor aching toe! 

I slip and I slide. I jump and I fall. 

But nothing I do will correct that gutter-ball. 

At the end of the game, with a big score of ten, 

I resolve I will never go bowling again ! ! ! 

Karen Booth ’62 
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DAVID 


Undoubtedly the most unforgettable character I have ever met is my 
seventeen-year old brother David, who looks somewhat like a poverty-stricken 
ad for Metrecal. 

He is a neurotic sort of a boy. He likes jelly sandwiches, Charles 
Addams, standard gear, Bullwinkle the Moose, and overripe bananas. 

When he is not at home in bed or lecturing on the ancestry of Adolf 
Hitler, Superman himself is down at the local hobby shop, a smoke-filled 
pigeonhole, ruled over by one Tony A1 derose, demi-god to what Mom 
describes as “not our type.” Here David and his assorted friends listen with 
admiration and stupefaction as Tony relates to them the ingenious way in 
in which he got a Marine officer to sign his discharge papers after only 
three weeks. 

Although David has never been a Boy Scout, he has always been pre- 
pared for all emergencies which call for our boy to conjure up a fantastic 
story to get himself out of a punishable situation such as the time he backed 
the car into the garage or the time he ruined a man’s three-thousand dollar 
lawn in a half-hour. 

Here is a boy who has a very special gift that only a few possess — the 
ability to make people laugh, sometimes even at themselves. Dave’s humor 
is of the Charles Addams caliber, subtle and sometimes even morbid, yet 
funny and quick. 

He is a boy who is fighting a one-man battle against the entire world, 
a battle which, I think, he will someday win and during the course of 
which become a stronger person. Yet this one-man army is afraid of the 
dark! Is this a man or a mouse? Neither! It’s a nut. 


Anne Regnery ’64 



CATCH HIM IN THE SCOTCH 

Although a lot of people will tell you that their favorite vacation spots 
are Florida and Colorado, my favorite one is Illinois, not too far from where 
my family lives. The name of this resort is Elgin, and my, it is a beautiful 
resort with horses and boys and just about everything! It’s well, I might as 
well admit that it isn’t an exclusive resort; it’s a seclusive one. My mother 
doesn’t think I know what it is, but I do. I’m smarter than she thinks, for 
I just look stupid. It is a big place, and it accomodates about seven hundred 
of us at a time. Although it is rather large, I know all the escape tunnels 
like the back of my hand. 

Elgin is located in a beautiful spot, with lots of trees and green grass, 
and is surrounded by an extremely high brick wall with an electric barbwire 
fence running along the top. None of us knew what the fence w f as until 
Bobby, curious to find out, climbed the wall to see. Bobby found out. We 
always told him that curiosity killed the cat, but Bobby was deaf so he never 
heard us. At the back of the property is a large pond well-stocked w 7 ith 
sharks and other fun fish. Sometimes I just like to go out there and sit 
quietly watching the kids being dragged under. My brother sent me a 
pet croc, and tomorrow I’m turning him on Warden Roberts. Ha, Ha! 
Then maybe I’ll get kicked out of this nut hole and go home again to an 
abnormal but fun, fun time. 

Sometimes I even get to go out and talk to the guards who stand outside 
the wall in pretty uniforms. The guard I talked to the other day probably 
thought I was a nut or something, because he wouldn’t say a word to me until 
I took my hands from around his neck. He should be in here, not me, boy, 
oh boy! 

Oh, there goes May Lou Jackson running across the lawn, I wonder 
if I’d get sent home today instead of tomorrow if I showed her my croc 
instead of showing him to the Ward. “Adolf, oh, Adolf! Come to Mama.” 


Anne Regnery '64 


A SCHEMER OF DEVICES 

I thought to myself as I walked down the dirt road to the stable, what 
a glorious, brisk, September day for riding my horse. As I approached the 
dilapidated stable and house, I knew the owner, Tom Dryer, would be one 
person who wouldn’t appreciate my enthusiastic mood. 

Immediately after knocking at the door, I heard groans from within. 
Was he dying, having a heart attack, or what? Quickly I rushed into the 
living room where Tom lay in a prone position on the couch. I asked him 
if I should get a doctor. “Oh no, don’t bother,” he said. “The pain isn’t too 
bad.” It was then 1 realized that this neurotic little Irishman was up to his 
usual theatrical tricks and was playing upon my sympathy. My only trouble 
was that I fell for it every time! If it wasn’t a fainting spell while watering 
the horses (in order to get me to do it), his excuse was backtrouble from 
pitching hay (again, for the same reason). 

Tom must have been quite the “Don Juan” in his day, because at the 
age of eighty-five he could still capture my heart. There was something 
about that wiry Irishman. Was it the way he wore that drooping green felt 
hat that partially covered his eyes or was it the sweet smell of hay and horse 
combined with a touch of whiskey? Then maybe again, it was the way he 
said “Damm it!” with such elegant tone and genuine sincerity. 

Tom hardly ever spoke a friendly word, and he truly believed that he 
hated the world and that it, in turn, hated him. The only things he really 
loved were his horses and dogs, and they were trained to obey upon 
immediate command. Upon them he lavished an affection which was 
touching, and they in turn provided an uncomplicated companionship. 
What a sight it was to see his three tremendous Weinmarianas scramble to 
the back seat of his old ’54 Ford to accompany him on his weekly shopping 
trips! Like three stately old ladies, his canine companions protected him 
from the world he feared. 

Perhaps it was because I knew how very devious his defenses were that 
on that September day, as on many other occasions, I gave up all thought of 
riding and settled for a bit of Irish philosophizing. 


Sandra Schmidt ’62 


THE SUPREME GERUND JOCKEY 

I shall never forget Mr. L. Yes, his name has already vanished from 
my memory, but his eccentric personality and outlandish appearance shall 
forever be imprinted upon my mind. 

To start at the beginning, Mr. L. was my seventh-grade English teacher. 
To say he was eccentric is really quite deceiving, for he was unbelievably 
strange. Morning after morning he would boom to some unlearned scholar 
that, certainly, grammar is spelt with an "a” and not an “e.” His lips and 
face, purple from the cold, brisk air, would quiver with excitement as he 
told of gerunds and nouns. Quickly he became involved in his beloved 
world of English. In minutes his figure was transformed. The once neat 
man was now a mass of wrinkled clothing and unruly hair. He was now 
absorbed — noihing, save the bell, would or could stop him. It had begun. 
He was off. 

Then it was over. The bell had rung, and the spell was 

broken. It would return tomorrow when we heard the roar of 

his deep voice saying, “Boys and girls — it is the most magnificent of ALL 
studies, the study of words.” 

The mark is there — the phenomenon of seeing his person pacing the 
freshly-waxed floors of junior high, sputtering verbs and phrases before an 
unrelenting audience — himself and the world. 

Linda Taft ’64 
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AN UNFORGETTABLE CHARACTER 

It was a bitterly cold night in New York City. I was making my way 
down a busy street at the height of the rush hour. The wind was sweeping 
around the corners of the towering skyscrapers. I could hardly see through 
the blinding snow. All of a sudden a gigantic and over-powering figure was 
approaching me in the snow. He was the most unforgettable character I 
have ever met. 

This character was making his way with an old white cane. He was 
dressed from head to toe in a heavy, pea-green, coarse canvas material. The 
top and sides of his head were covered with a flat piece of green cloth which 
was shaped like a green box. His outfit was tied by long narrow strips of 
brown leather. His hands and feet were also bound in this leather. His 
massive body was covered completely. He appeared to be a stately pinetree 
with snow covering its branches. Who was this man? 

Closer and closer he approached me until I could see the very wrinkles 
on his brow. This strange being had a peculiar face. Huge snowflakes fell 
on his bushy eyebrows. His piercing beady eyes seemed to penetrate me, 
while his old weather-beaten face revealed a life of sadness. His luxuriant 
growth of beard covered all but his cherry red nose, his eyes and his 
brow . . . Who was this man? 

At first I thought him a clown, then a man advertising something. When 
he was within a short distance of me, I became filled with mixed emotions 
of curiosity and terror. Who is he? Where is he from? What is he doing? 
Could he be harmful? Is he sick? Is he unhappy? As he disappeared into 
the snow, I wondered to myself . . . who was this man? 


Janet Morse ’62 



THE LEGACY 

Give me a boat and a salty breeze 
And a kindly, gentle sea, 

For I desire to search that world 
My Father gave to me. 

Give me the life of sailor-boys 
To match my spirit free, 

For now I need to find those joys 
My Father saved for me. 

Give me the chance, before I die 
To search out ev’ry part, 

For time is short and I must end 
The yearning in my heart. 


Ruth Pogue ’62 
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Jan Shearer ’64 


THE STILL NIGHT 

As 1 walk through the still forest, the snow drifts down through the 
pale light of the moon. My feet shuffle noiselessly in the soft, w'hite snow. 
The small, white flakes drifting down from the vast, dark sky sting my face 
but melt with the w'armth of my skin. Emerging from the trees, I can see 
much untracked snow by the pale light. The moon sheds a glittering shine 
on the snow which sparkles like many diamonds. The stars twinkle in their 
dark-blue setting, and the night is still. The trees, heavily burdened with 
snow, shelter the sleeping creatures of the forest. Continuing, I come to a 
small ice-covered stream which meanders through the forest. As one sees 
this picture of beauty, she realizes how generous Nature is to man. 

Barbara Hall '63 



A VISION IN THE NIGHT 

While strolling through a silent, shadowed park 
Where twilight softly steals and ushers night, 

I saw a shadow stately, tall, and dark 
Amid a beam of God’s celestial light. 


Sally Begg '62 


INEVITABLE ? 

Bustling cities 
Mounds of steel 
The golden sun 
A young green field. 
Inquisitive people 
Passing life 
Vast blue skies. 

Radiation — 
the 
world 
dies. 


Sally Green '6? 


THE TREMENDOUS POWER OF MAN 

What is man? He’s an animal made up of bones, flesh, and blood. As 
a biped, he can walk on two legs and is free to use his arms for protection or 
food-getting. But these things aren’t as important as the God-given power 
of intelligence. For man is an animal with the ability to think. “Homo 
sapiens” is able to transmit ideas from his brain to his muscles, thereby 
creating energy to change intangible ideas into something tangible, visible, 
and structured. And since man is a thinking animal, he also has emotions. 
Man is able to laugh, to cry, to love, and to hate. But then, too, man can be 
so inspired by sight, sound, or just his imagination, that he can compose some- 
thing like “The Messiah” or “The Star Spangled Banner.” In addition, the 
human species is capable of choosing between right and wrong. He is 
capable of forgiving and forgetting. Man is capable of founding and 
protecting a democracy or a dictatorship. He can write a Constitution and 
a Declaration of Independence or a bond embracing anarchy. He has the 
ability to build skyscrapers, turnpikes, and subways as well as hydrogen 
bombs and missiles. He can follow blindly the thoughts of others, or he can 
think for and by himself. In short, man, as a force in the world, can create 
or destroy. 


Karen Booth ’62 


DYNAMICS 


Whirling 

Swirling 

Blowing 

Swaying 


So the leaves go in a storm. 

Whining 

Sighing 

Crying 

Dying 

So our souls go in a storm 

Slashing 

Crashing 

Rumbling sirens 

In this life we trip and blunder. 
And our souls well up in fear. 

So our minds, they often wonder, 
Is there something after here? 


Martha Mattson '62 



TRAGEDY 

Gone is the sunshine. 

Gone is the day. 

Oh, to you, dear lover, 

Hear what I say. 

I loved you so dearly, 

I laughed night and day. 

I asked people why. 

But what could they say? 

And please don’t come back. 

Just because of me. 

Gone are you now, 

Because of the sea. 

Remember the ocean? 

It was bright Persian blue. 

We were all swimming. 

And so were you. 

It was sure to have come. 

You and the sea. 

I ask people why. 

They say tragedy. 

Prue Carter '65 


DARKNESS 

She could not see, she could only listen and hear the drops of rain 
sporadically falling to the pavement. She felt alone in her dark world with 
only the sounds of the warm spring night around her. There was the 
scampering of some small, wet animal which brushed past her; but then 
it was gone. Everything was gone from her sight. All the beauties of life 
with which she was once well acquainted were no longer. 

How solemn and lonely she felt now with only the warmth of nature 
to hover over her. She was alone and lost in her world of blindness. 

God, why did you do this to her? There must be a reason as there is 
a reason for all that you do! 


Becky Forster ’62 



UTOPIA 

In the foothills of New Hampshire 
About an hour’s drive from home, 
Stands a little old brown farmhouse 
That makes one cease to roam. 

It is nestled on a hillside 

With a lovely mountain view, 

And its weather-beaten gray stone walls 
Tell all they are not new. 

There’s a large bam out behind it 
That’s used for storage now, 

But not so many years ago 

It held a horse, a pig, and cow. 

Down the field and through the woods 
On a walk that takes just minutes, 
Stands a small sugaring-off house 
With the old fireplace still in it. 

The trees, the birds, and the babbling brook 
Make it a well-filled cornucopia, 

So by now you’ve probably figured out 
That this is my Utopia. 


Debbie Latham ’62 




THE JOURNEY FROM TEARS TO SMILES 

The torrents of rain penetrated through her 
thin jacket. The wind and rain seemed to sting her 
soft cheeks and drive away all the warmth she ever 
knew. Carmen, of Spanish descent, plodded through 
the slush of that lonely night. Her journey was so 
desolate. 

Carmen dreaded the dark journey from her 
humble home to the steel buildings and neon lights 
of the city. The long ride on the subway to the 
city intensified her emotions. Fear and loneliness 
captured her small frame. 

The subway came to a screeching halt; steam hissed and sputtered at 
the abrupt stop. Faces peered out of the water-stained windows. Maybe, 
Carmen would not be afraid and lonely after all. The light in the subway 
car was inviting. Carmen tried to smother her fear and jumped on the 
subway with her cumbersome red rubbers. Her shiny black hair fell limp and 
wet over her shoulders. After being quite awkward in settling herself, she 
searched for enough courage to look at the many unfamiliar faces. What do 
all these strange people do and are they friendly? 

The smell of a wet cigar enveloped her thoughts. She could not remem- 
ber Papa ever smoking such a thing. What did the man look like who had 
the smoky cigar? Carmen looked up with cautious black eyes. She did not 
want him to catch her staring. His senile eyes penetrated through Carmen. 
Hatred was in his eyes. His eyes were cutting deeply into her heart. A 
salty tear fell from her downcast eyes. She was alone and afraid. 

She could sense someone looking at her again. Is everyone cruel and 
full of hatred? All seemed to have a specific destination, heedless of those 
around them. Carmen felt so very small and alone, as though the world 
were rushing by, trampling on the warmth and love she desired to share. 

The smothered emotions that she wanted to express were brought to 
life by a kind voice. A wrinkled and disheveled old man approached 
Carmen. The two generations seemed to have complete understanding 
of one another. The decrepit man said, “Smile, my child, you’re so very much 
prettier when you do.” Just at that time the subway made several harsh 
jerks that jolted both Carmen and the old man. The old man was gone, but 
he had taken her fear and created a smile. She now looked out the window 
without fear and with pride. She was proud to be alive. When had the rain 
stopped? 



Janis Woodward '62 


RECOGNITION OF AN ALL-PERVADING GRAY 

This is the street that I have walked down every morning for twenty- 
seven years. I am on my way to work, but this morning I am acutely aware 
of all the colors that surround me. I have never looked at New York this 
way before. It is odd that it should take one twenty-seven years. 

The buildings in New York stand massive and gray, decorated only by 
brilliantly-colored neon signs which flash on and off. They often remind me 
of little lightning bugs in a field on a warm summer night, except that the 
color of the lightning bugs doesn’t vary as these signs do. 

I cross the street and enter the park. The trees have just started to turn 
their bright-orange colors. They are like little flames encrusted all over the 
trees. The shrubbery stands, well-clipped, around a row of dead tulips, which 
are gray and wet from the morning dew. The park gets rather depressing at 
this time of year for me, because I enjoy the freshness and pastel colors of 
spring and summer. Now the pastels are all gone, and the dark winter is 
heading in. I only see reflections of tiny yellow butterflies chasing each 
other over a pond of crystal blue water. 

After I have crossed the park, 1 walk on to an enormous blue-gray 
boulevard. It often reminds me of a rubber band that stretches around the 
world. I suppose this is so because roads contain no special beauty; they are 
just there to serve a function. I cross the boulevard and enter the building 
in which I work. The building is a dingy gray, just like very other building 
in New York. It may seem odd, but the more I study the majority of people 
in New York, I find that their hearts are gray also — 


Cori Bryer ’64 


THE PERSON I OUGHT TO BE 

God, make me good and make me care, 

Make me a little less anxious to dare. 

Open my eyes and make me see, 

Make me the person I ought to be. 

Make me more pure and a little more true, 

Show me the way and I'll follow You. 

I’ve a long way to go, for, can’t You see, 

I’m not yet the person I want to be. 

Make me more kind and more willing to give, 

Make me love others; make me help them to live. 
Open my eyes and make me see, 

Make me the person I ought to be. 

Give me the power to lead and to guide, 

But still let me follow along by Your side. 

I’ve a long way to go, for, can't You see, 

I’m not yet the person I want to be. 

Give me the strength to stand straight and tall. 

Help me get up when I falter and fall. 

Open my eyes and make me see, 

Make me the person I ought to be. 

Help me to face life's defeats which are near. 

Help me go on, looking up, without fear. 

I’ve a long way to go, for, can’t You see, 

I’m not yet the person I want to be. 

Make me smile when everything’s sad, 

Help me search for the good in the midst of the bad. 
Open my eyes and make me see, 

Make me the person I ought to be. 

When things are their worst and I'm hardest hit, 

Just stand by my side and don't let me quit. 

Turn the darkness to light and please make me see. 
Then I’ll be the person I want to be. 


Marcia Burnham '62 



TIME 

Time has a way of passing on. 

Like the swift sun setting and the coming of dawn. 

But if on the calendar we counted each day. 

The hours would not run but waste away. 

Our lives are young and full of hope, 

Yet there are things that stump us and with which we cannot cope. 
So we lift up our hearts and keep looking on 
Hoping spring will be coming and so, too, the dawn. 

Yes, time has a way of racing on, 

But we must use it and not be its pawn. 


Gretchen Gates '64 


THE MAIN LINE OF PHILADELPHIA 

“The Main Line” of Philadelphia is a route of the Pennsylvania 
Railroad which extends from the city to Paoli, a small town about thirty 
miles west. In between these two stations are many small cities and towns 
which are also referred to as “The Main Line.” This is the cluster of 
communities which have become famous because their citizens adhere always 
to tradition. 

“The Main Line” is properly considered one of the most beautiful 
areas in the United States. The houses are large and of Georgian architecture. 
The vast, rolling lawns and the majestic ancient trees add to the natural 
dignity of the area. A spotless, black chauffeur-driven car is usually seen in 
front of the white-pillared doors waiting for the owner. There is an order 
in these communities which dates back to the eighteenth century. 

In recent years, however, a new species of Mainliner can be found, 
for modern developments are fiendishly spreading around the older settle- 
ments which are so rich in tradition. Identical modernistic houses now crowd 
small, square plots of land. Masses of drying laundry and unhidden trash 
cans destroy the natural beauty of the landscape. Usually a flashy new con- 
vertible is found at the doors of these contemporary houses waiting for the 
inappropriately overdressed or underdressed owners. 

The “traditional” Philadelphian and the “modem” Philadelphian differ 
in many ways. The “traditional” Philadelphian leads a patterned, formal 
life. He emphasizes the development and support of philanthropic and 
cultural activities such as the theater, the symphony, and the opera. The 
old-line Philadelphian works hard for the Boy Scouts and the Y.M.C.A.; 
he takes personal responsibility for the education of his children. He and 
his forefathers have made the private schools of Philadelphia among the finest 
in the nation. The ladies of Philadelphia who follow the traditional pattern 
belong to garden clubs, play bridge, and enjoy “teas.” They also play golf, 
ride horseback, and admire the antiquated farmhouses as well as the natural 
beauties of the area. They prefer the small country-style shops, and they love 
to collect antiques. These ladies know when to wear white gloves, and they 
would NEVER go into the city without wearing a hat. 

Although the “modem” Mainliner frequently has vast financial resources 
and tries hard to understand the ways of the area, he usually has a difficult 
time. He fails to realize that the “traditional” Philadelphian type of life is 
more than certain activities or more than a certain manner. The “modem” 
Mainliner fails to realize how much of the behavior of the “traditional” 
Philadelphian reflects his beliefs. The “modern” Mainliner has brought 
large department stores to the area because he has neglected to appreciate 
the special quality and intimacy of the small shops. Similarly, he lacks firm 
tastes and his most extravagant purchases fail to give him the satisfaction of 
the traditionalist. The new Mainliner prefers owning the most ostentatious 
car to sending his children to private school. If he should happen to attend 
a symphony concert, it is merely to be seen. He is always the one to talk 
about the cultural advantages of the city but never the one to enjoy them 
or to help support them. 

The differences between the two types of Mainliners are particularly 
apparent to the young people of Philadelphia. 


Mary Me Ilvain ’62 



OPINIONS 

Your opinion must not be bought 

By the sways of others’ cries and thoughts. 

Be not afraid to speak; 

Fear not fear, and be not meek. 

Your beliefs you must always back, 

Or as statues they will crack 
And crumble like flakes of chalk, 

And upon them others will only walk. 

So, though many argue and criticize, 

Let not your convictions ever die 

Nancy Scannell '63 


NATURE'S MOST VERSATILE CHILD 

The sea is nature’s most beautiful and soothing force yet also its most 
violent. Nothing in the world is a more beautiful sight than the sea with a 
sun setting against the horizon or than white sails against the beautiful 
blue background. No matter if one is on land or sea, it is a beautiful sight 
The sea allows her children, the waves, to frolic with one another, to dance 
gayly against the rocky coast line, or to amuse a small child on the beach 
by lapping at his toes. What could be more beautiful? 

The sea has more than beauty; it has the power to pacify the depressed 
and the lonely and to comfort them. The melodious ringing of the waves is 
like a lullaby; it can hush away one's fears. To sit and listen to the sea’s 
orchestra is to be swept away to another world. As the waves roll out, so do 
one’s fears and sorrows. The waves have completed their duties; they have 
captivated the human mind and placed it under a spell. What could be 
more soothing? 

Although the sea stimulates and soothes the mind, it may ruin it. As 
one walks along the shore, he cannot help but become aware of the waves’ 
loud laughter as they dance over his feet. But as they roll back to sea, they 
have a come-hither sound. Many men have followed this sound but have 
never returned to tell of its origin. The sea seems to find this amusing as 
she allows her waves to frolic along the shores as a mother allows her children 
to do. She does not seem to be afraid of man nor of all his earthly powers. 
She is willing to take him for herself, like an alluring siren in a fairy tale. 
What could be more violent? 


Karen Hibbs '62 
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USHERED INTO THE SEA 

When the long moss hangs perpetually, 

When the ocean begins to cry, 

When the eels lie dead swept from the sea, 

Then that is the day I die. 

Now at night I steal along the beach 
Where the ocean is as black as ink. 

I stop to wonder why a graveyard is white, 

And then in my grave I think. 

When the long moss hangs perpetually, 

When the ocean begins to cry. 

When the eels lie dead swept from the sea, 

Then that is the day I die. 

1 hear the unwanted bell in the tower, 

For the thirteenth time doeth chime. 

My feet draw cold and cower 
While my heart is eaten by lime. 

When the long moss hangs perpetually, 

When the ocean begins to cry. 

When the eels lie dead swept from the sea, 

Then that is the day I die. 

But down from that tower abandoned long an age, 
I hear a voice cry out. 

Of my life at close, of my death repose, 

I hear in sudden rage. 

The long moss hangs perpetually 
The ocean is crying low. 

The eels are dead swept from the sea 
I died not knowing how. 


Prue Carter '65 


SAILS AGAINST THE SKY 

Summer is the time for fun. 

If I had a choice, to the sea I would run. 

For there one can find 

Peace of heart and soul and mind. 

The white sails flowing in the breeze 
With the wind they move with such ease 
In many colors red, blue, and white 
Turnabout, Bluejay, Catamaran, and Snipe. 

They skim along the water's edge. 

They sail against the land's ledge. 

Then comes the day for the big race. 

Who will make the fastest pace? 

Spinnakers of many colors 

With no wind who would be the scullers? 

While the boats travel along the blue sea, 

All wonder who will the winner be? 

The destination of the boats is known 
It seems the distance must have grown. 

The wind blows high, the wind blows low, 

It moves the sails and makes them go. 

All hope the wind will keep its pace, 

So the little boat may win the race. 

Suspense heightens as the boats draw nigh 
Amid the beauty of sails against the sky. 

Sue Smith '62 


ONE STAR 


One star, 

One wish, 

One hope, 
One fall. 


Nancy Robinson '64 


NATURE'S INVITATION 

Stillness enveloped the threadbare trees, 

The cornfields hissed and swayed in the balmy breeze. 

All of nature’s wonders were there. 

Searching to find just one person aware. 

Anne Boynton ’64 




KIND WORDS NEVER DIE 

As we think of our many plans and aspirations for the future, we 
should not forget our everyday opportunities and obligations. Often we 
have need to be reminded of the fact that kindness is a necessity in life. A 
kind word spoken never dies, and it costs so little. 

“Sticks and stones may break my bones but names can never hurt me.” 
As a younger child I used to chant that little verse as a defensive retort to 
my neighbor who was abusing me with his unkindness. At the time it was 
a help, but it wasn’t quite strong enough to erase the memory of the unkind 
words spoken to me. Is it true that “names can never hurt me?” One might 
try to believe it, but he would only be fooling himself. 

Many times words are spoken in haste. Words can snap out of one’s 
mouth, find their mark, bite, and start a flame of resentment in another. This 
flame is like a smoldering ember that just keeps burning until it has burned 
out a friendship. 

Words also can bless. Think of the many times a sincere smile and a 
warm “hello” have brightened up your day. It doesn’t cost a cent to Say a 
couple of kind words to your neighbor, and the reward for such kindness is 
priceless. If the kind words of another can chase away the clouds of fear and 
doubt and make the sun shine through for you, just think of what your 
kinds words could do for them. Remember, kind words, no matter how few 
they may be, never die! 


Marcia Burnham ’62 







LIFE 

Life is so funny, its ups and its down, 

The things that go on every day. 

People are funny, their smiles and their frowns; 

The things that they do and they say. 

Life is so full of the great and the good, 

It’s a shame to put it to waste. 

As each of us does as we shouldn’t or should, 

Each one of us does it in haste. 

There are good days and bad days each one of us knows, 
But each day we must do our best. 

We should take each day as it comes and it goes 
And try to forget all the rest. 

Some people don’t care and think it won’t matter 
If they stand outside looking in. 

Nothing in life comes on a silver platter. 

But to TRY could bring quite a win. 

If the day starts out bad, just sit down, count to ten, 

And grab this big world by the tail. 

Swing it around again and again 

And tell it you’re not going to fail. 

Just stand on your feet and look to the sky, 

You will have nothing to fear. 

God will be there standing right by your side. 

He’ll be there very close, very near. 

Life is still funny, its ups and its downs; 

The things that go on every day. 

The folks are still funny, their ups and their downs; 

But where there’s a will, there’s a way. 

Marcia Burnham ’62 
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SPLINTERS 


COURIER-CITIZEN COMPANY 

Printers and Lithographers 



PLANTS 

Lowell, Mass. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Chicago, III. 
Gainesville, Ga. 
Jacksonville, Texas 
Centerville, Iowa 
Kendallville, Ind. 
Allentown, Pa. 

San Francisco, Cal. 


SALES OFFICES 

Baltimore, Md. 
Boston, Mass. 

New York, N. Y. 
Ftartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Dallas, Texas 
Columbus, Ohio 
Des Moines, Iowa 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


E. A. WILSON CO. 


700 Broadway 

Lowell, Massachusetts 


FUELS 


SPLINTERS 


Portraits by 

BENRIMO 


Friends together can make 
a little world, warm 
with love and delight, 
and nothing makes so close 
a bond as the gift of a 

Beautiful Portrait 


OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER, ROGERS HALL CLASS OF 1962 


FOR APPOINTMENT CALL STUDIO 
38 CHURCH STREET 
PArkview 9-4232 
WINCHESTER, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 



Established 1898 


Telephone GL 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 


SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


“ Approved Bird Roofer ” 


147 Rock Street 


Lowell, Mass. 


WOOD-ABBOTT CO. 

Established 1872 


Diamond Merchants and Jewelers 


75 MERRIMACK STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


LUMB MOTORS INC 

OLDSMOBILE 


Susan’s "call collect station ” 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 


PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
AND ENAMELS 


90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


LOWELL — GL 8-6838 


LITTLETON -HU 6-3646 


FRED. C. CHURCH & CO. 

24 MERRIMACK STREET 


Insurance Specialists 
Since 1865 


Frederic C. Church 
Newell L. Foster 
Branford S. Brennon 
Edward D. Howe, C.P.C.U. 
Milton L. Brown, Jr. 
Kenton P. Wells 


John F. Reilly, Jr. 
Edgar J. Sidon 
Homer W. Jones, Jr. 
Joseph P. Randazza 
Howard E. Macduff, Jr. 
Gary A. Shortlidge 



Compliments of 

George E. Putnam 


207 MARKET STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 



known 

traditionally as 
the department store 
with Quality-plus 


144 Merrimack St. 
dial GL 5-5481 



Uerhon's 


FURNITURE-RUGS 

€i£. 1886 

LOWELL'S LARGEST furniture store for 76 years 


Compliments of 


A Friend 


SPLINTERS 



SOLD AT 

BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Plumbing, Heating, Farm Supplies 

269 Dutton St. Division of 

Lowell, Mass. McKittrick Hardware Co. 


Sales and Service 
Lowell Motor Sales Inc. 


135 Middlesex St. 
Lowell 



Tel. GL 8-6871 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO., INC. 

1012 GORHAM ST. TEL GL 4-7857 


Frederic A. Snow & Co. 

Public Accountants and Auditors 


329-330 HILDRETH BUILDING 


LOWELL, MASS. 



SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

Jane Tooher Sport Clothes, Inc. 

598 COLUMBIA ROAD BOSTON 25, MASS. 

DORCHESTER P. O. 

Official Outfitter for ROGERS HALL 


Buckland Printing Co. 

Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 


OFFSET PRINTING INC. 

685 LAWRENCE STREET LOWELL, MASS. 


STANLEY C. MARSDEN 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 


43 Livingston Ave. 
Lowell 


GLenview 2-4482 


SPLINTERS 


O'CONNER AND HILL HARDWARE 

Floor Sanding and Polishing - Machine Rental 
Distributors of KYAN1ZE PAINTS 
460-462 LAWRENCE STREET 

Free Delivery Tel. GL 2-3766 


Compliments of 


MERRIMACK-ESSEX ELECTRIC COMPANY 


RUSSELL LUMBER COMPANY 


Dial 9-9336 

Building Materials — Insulation Materials 
Armstrong Acoustical Ceilings 
Bird’s Roofing 


Compliments of 

LYNCH'S SERVICE STATION 


SPLINTERS 


Get It At 

Parkway Prescription Pharmacy 

James J. Queenan, Reg. Ph. 

309 ROGERS ST. - LOWELL, MASS. 

Free Delivery Phone GL 4-4831 


Compliments of 

NORTHEAST OFFSET, INC. 


Compliments of 

Compliments of 

DRS. PORTER and TUCKER 

Optometrists 

BLANCHARD BUS CO. 


TEWKSBURY GL 2-1282 

Greeting cards, Cameras, Film 

7 hour - Photo Finishing 

Russ Caswell ULysses 1-7388 


CASWELLS ELECTRONICS 

• 

DONALDSON’S 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Wallet photos 20 for $1.00 

Amateur Radio Equipment - Stereo 

Hi Fi - T.V. Tubes, Parts, Kits 
Electronic Organs 

“On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St.” 

Main St. Tewksbury, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 




F. J. FLEMINGS, INC. 
and 

Compliments of 

PROCTOR PAPER CO. 

PAPER PRODUCTS 

MOUNT PLEASANT 
SPRING WATER CO. 

12 Perkins St. Lowell 

GL 8-8112 2-6549 

LOWELL MASS. 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

AMERICAN 

CLEANING CO. 

POST OFFICE LOCKSMITH 
SHOP 

Compliments of 

Thomas J. Sullivan 

Compliments 

°f 

GENE'S 

New England Exterminating Co. 

20 Hurd Street 

LOWELL, MASS. GL 2-9621 

Nashua TU 9-9191 

DRINK MORE MILK 
for BETTER HEALTH 

Lawrence 3-2320 

H. P. H. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

CONANT'S GROCERY 


Compliments of 


THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 


DR. WM. R. PEPIN 


Main Office 

62 CENTRAL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 


Leaders 

in 

fashion 


Tel. GL 9-9313 



Compliments of 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 
Since 1833 


Compliments 


Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 


OTASH RUG CLEANING CO. 


PLANK & HANSEN 

“Fine Furniture” 


Oriental and Domestic 
Rug and U pholstery 
Cleaned and Repaired 


Taunton, Massachusetts 


5 Brook St. 

Methuen. Mass. MU 


Telephone 

2-2298—6-4372 




SPLINTERS 





One hundred and twenty-one years 
a prescription store 

ROBERT ROLLINS 
BLAZERS Inc. 

832 Broadway New York 3, N. Y. 

Specialized Blazer Service 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

Prescription Specialists 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Compliments of 

FINEST OF SEA FOOD 

IN SEASON 

EASTERN SERVICE, CO. 

238 SHAW STREET 

“For Your Health’s Sake, Eat 

More Fish ” 

LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 
GLenview 3-3979 

W. J. HOARE 

Tel. 2-3571 461 Lawrence St. 

Motors - Automatic Transmission 
Brakes 

BLACKSTOCK GARAGE 

DILLON 

Experienced Repairing 

Tel. GL 2-4871 

572 Rogers St. Lowell, Mass. 

for 

Bonded. Cleaning ,> 

5 EAST MERRIMACK STREET 

Stationers - Gift Shop - School Supplies 

AMALIA, INC. 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, INC. 

108 Merrimack Street 

Specialists in All Phases 
of TREE and LANDSCAPE 

SERVICE 

Toy Shop Greeting Cards 

JAckson 6-4944 Andover 5-1848 


SPLINTERS 


LYNCH WALLPAPER & 
PAINT CO. 


SCHWARTZ SHOES 


228 Suffolk St. 


Lowell, Mass. 


Leaders in Fashion in Dress 

and 

everyday SHOES 


LOWELL WINDOW SHADE CO. 


172 LAKE VIEW AVENUE 


Compliments of 

A. A. SMITH CO. 


LOWELL, MASS. 


BELVIDERE WINE CO., INC. 

Imported Wines and Liquors 
Delivery Service 


Compliments of 

A FRIEND 

T.B.M. 


GL 8-8225 36 Concord St. 


Compliments of 

OUTLET FRUIT 
COMPANY 



SPLINTERS 





Compliments of 

DERBY ELECTRIC 
COMPANY 

82 MIDDLE ST. 

LOWELL, MASS. 

GL 9-9361 

HIGHLAND LAUNDRY, INC. 
of LOWELL 

Complete Laundry & 

Dry Cleaning Service 

528 Broadway GL 8-8791 

LOWELL GAS CO. 

81 E. MERRIMACK 

Josef’s 

INC . OF LOWELL / 

UL 1-9182 

Tel. GL 2-9634 

Tewksbury Lawn Mower Center 

Sales - Service - Rentals 

PARADISE DO-NUT CO. 

All Work Guaranteed 

"America’s Best Cream Do-Nuts” 

1080 Main St. Tewksbury Center 

660 Rogers St. Lowell, Mass. 


Compliments of 

GAUMONT BROS. 

Lowell’s Leading Radio - Television 
and Appliance Center 

338 Merrimack St. GL 5-5656 

DR. & MRS. DAVID A. LATHAM 


SPLINTERS 


BAY STATE PAINTS 

Wadsworth, Howland & Co., Inc. 

Division - Devoe & Raynolds Co., Inc. 


LARRY McADAMS 
Branch Manager 
Res.: 54 Dover St. 
Lowell 
GL 4-6718 


103 Market Street 
Lowell, Mass. 
GLenview 4-943 1 


Awto Safety Glass - Glass Furniture Tops* - Plate and Window Glass - Putty 

Ritchie Glass Co. 

Glass for All Pur-poses 

379 Gorham Street Telephone GL 2-1489 Lowell, Massachusetts 


JOSEPH E. STAVELEY 


Plumbing and Heating 

STEAM, GAS & WATER SYSTEMS 


Residence 
Westford Road 
Chelmsford 
Dial 2-3741 


Shop 

490 Chelmsford St. 
Lowell, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments 

of 


TOWN HOUSE MOTEL 


LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


a 


"Brook 


•I 


Tel. GLenview 4-4572 


Sun Electric Motor Service 

Electric Motor Specialists 


251 Mt. Vernon St. 


Lowell, Mass. 


Serving 

Lowell - Chelmsford - Dracut - Tewksbury 


TRULL'S FLOWER STUDIO 


467 RIVER RD. 

RICHARD TRULL 


Tel. GLenview 4-7983 


TEWKSBURY, MASS. 
CLINTON RICHARDSON 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments 

of 


HOUSEHOLD MOVERS & SHIPPERS LTD. 

ST. JOHN’S NEWFOUNDLAND 


NEWFOUNDLAND'S 

LEADING 


MOVERS 


SPLINTERS 
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THE STAFF 

Editor-in-chief, Karen Booth 
Business Manager, Karen Hibbs 
Art Editors, Sandra Schmidt and Janis Woodward 
Photography Editor, Deborah Latham 

LITERARY BOARD 

Ruth Pogue Polly McIlvain 

Martha Mattson Janet Morse 

Betsy Semple Susan Smith 

Barbara Hosmer 

BUSINESS BOARD 

Jane Clark Susan Lumb 

Karen Hansen Eugenie Magenau 


Faculty Advisor 

Mrs. Bernard Shea 



IN APPRECIATION 


We, the class of ’62, wish to express our sincere gratitude to our Headmistress, 
Miss Hildred Ramsay, for her guidance and leadership. 




DEDICATION 

We, the class of ' 62 , dedicate this yearbook to Mrs. Janet Dendy. She has been 
our physical education teacher, our biology teacher, and, also, our friend. 

Mrs. Dendy has that quality beyond book learning that makes a great teacher. 
What happened to us always mattered to her. 



Clare Langford 

September 12, 194S — December 10, 1961 


IN MEMORIAM 


Let us remember the ring of her voice, 

The shimmering tone of her laugh, 

The way that she joked, the tears that she dried 
Of all those who walked in her path. 

Remember the joy she left in her wake, 

The spirit she’d make and then save. 

Remember that she’s with her Father today 
Receiving the joy she once gave. 

It’s said that the good, the innocent fair. 

Are taken in youth’s early dawn. 

If we can now smile, though only for her, 

Her spirit can never be gone. 


Ruth Pogue 


EDITORIAL 


Rogers Hall In Retrospect 

Look back, my friends, upon the years 
We’ve spent in knowledge taught, 

Upon the laughter, joy, and tears, 

Upon the wisdom sought. 

Look forward now, depending on 
The strength which has remained, 

And know that what we’ll grow upon 
Is this small wisdom gained. 


Ruth Pogue 


SENIORS 
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SENIOR-UNDERGRAD SONG 


Our future now is just around the bend, 

The high roads, low roads, never end. 

Our candles still maintain their light, 

A flame that’s blessed and ever-bright. 

The days at school have quickly gone, 

The time so short from dawn to dawn. 

But carry on and have no fear 

Though far away, we always shall be near. 

And as this year comes to a close, 

Each mem’ry of the past still glows. 

You’ve been our undergrads so true, 

We’ve gained and learned each day from you. 

The time is here when we’ll be gone, 

You must stand tall and carry on. 

Carry on and have no fear 

Though far away we’ll still be near. 

And now at the end as we each depart, 

You will be forever in our hearts. 

Marcia Burnham 


Tune: An old camp tune. 



True and tender and brave and just 
That men might honor and women trust . 

Whittier 



SUSAN SEWALL SMITH 

35 Beach Street 
Marblehead, Massachusetts 

President of the Senior Class 

Centenary College for Women 

KAVA Club; Hockey, ’61; Volleyball, ’62; Basketball, 
’62; Splinters Literary Board, ’62; Chairman of the 
Senior Prom, ’62; Chairman of the Orphan Party, ’62; 
Chairman of the Senior Fair, ’62; Student Council, ’61; 
Honor Roll, ’61; Parsons Award, ’62. 



The reason firm , the temperate will 
Endurance , foresight, strength, and skill 

Wordsworth 




REBECCA HAYS FORSTER 

Box 431 

Lake City, Pennsylvania 
Vice-President of Senior Class 
Penn Hall Junior College 

CAE Club; Cheerleading, ’60, '61, ’62; Swimming 
team, ’61, ’62, (captain); Water Ballet, ’60, ’61, ’62, 
(chairman); Senior Life Saving, ’61; Glee Club, ’60, 
’61, ’62; Baccalaureate Chorus, ’61; Dramatics, ’60, 
’61, ’62; Commencement Play, ’61, ’62; Commence- 
ment Committee, ’60; Reception Committee, ’61; 
Basketball Banquet Art Committee, ’62; Orphan Party, 
’61, ’62; Senior Fair, ’62; Father-Daughter Weekend, 
’62, (chairman); Old Girl-New Girl Party, ’62; Prom 
Committee, ’62; Neatness Award, ’60, ’61; Typing 
Award, ’60; Honorary R.H. Award, ’62. 



A spirit still , and bright 

With something of an angel light . 

Wordsworth 




SALLY DORR BEGG 

580 Lakeland Avenue 
Grosse Pointe 30, Michigan 

Vice-President of Cae Club 

Garland Junior College 

CAE Club; Hockey team, *61; Volleyball team, ’60, ’62 
(Capt.); Swimming team, '61, '62; Softball team, '61; 
Glee Club, '60, '61, '62; Dramatics, '61, '62; Com- 
mencement Committee, '60, '61; Exeter-Dance Com- 
mittee, '60; Prom Committee, '62; Student-Council, 
'62; Typing Award, '61; Posture Award, '61; Neatness 
Award, '61; Marshall of the Senior Class, '61. 



Forward and frolic glee was there 
The will to do, the soul to dare.. 

Byron 



KAREN RICHARDS BOOTH 

46 Deer Hill Avenue 
Danbury, Connecticut 

Centenary Junior College 

KAVA Club; Hockey second, '61; Basketball mgr., 
'60, '61, '62; Volleyball second, '62; Softball, '61, '62; 
Cheerleading, '60, '61, '62, captain '62; Tennis '62; 
Senior Life Saving *61; R.H. '61; Exeter Dance Com., 
'62; Bear and Lion, '60; Senior Luncheon, '61; Glee 
Club, '60, '61; R.H. Negatives, '61, '62; Dramatics, 
Fall '61, Spring '61, '62, Commencement '60, '62; 
Splinters Editor-In-Chief '62; Neatness Award, '62; 
Dramatics Prize, Honorable Mention, '62; R.H. Award, 
'62; Current Events Prize Honorable Mention, '62. 



With Music sweet as love,— 
Which overflows her bower. 

Shelley 



MARCIA LYNN BURNHAM 

167 Sewall Woods Road 
Melrose, Massachusetts 

KAVA Club; Octet, ’61, ’62, Head; Hockey, second, 
’61, first, *62; Volley ball, ’61, *62; Tennis, *61; Bad- 
minton, *61; Softball, *61, ’62, captain; Glee Club, *61, 
*62; Bear and Lion, ’61; Welcoming committee, ’62; 
Kava Talent Show, *61; Old Girl-New Girl Party, ’62; 
Senior Fair, ’62; Exeter Dance Committee, ’62; Senior 
Place Cards, 62; Senior Luncheon Committee, ’61; 
Water Ballet Script, ’62; Kava Song, ’61, ’62; Under- 
grad-Senior Song, ’61; Senior-Undergrad Song, ’62; 
Miss Ramsay’s Song, ’62; R. H. Award, ’62. 



And that smile like sunshine, dart 
Into many a sunless heart . 

Longfellow 


JANE BROOKES CLARK 

88 Indian Hill Road 
Stamford, Connecticut 



Endicott College 

KAVA; Softball second, team captain ’ 62 ; Cheer- 
leader, ’60, 61; Glee Club, '60, '61; Water Ballet 
Decorations, ’60, ’61; Dramatics Props and Sets, *60, 
’61, *62; Bear and Lion, ’60, '61; Senior Luncheon, 
’60, '61; Splinters Business Board, ’62; Senior Prom 
Committee, ’62; Exeter Dance, ’61; Orphan Party, 
’60, *61; Senior Fair Publicity Chairman, ’62; New 
Hampton Dance, '61; Andover Dance, *60, '61; 
Student Council, *60. 



Oh! then l saw her eye was bright 
A well of love, a spring of light . 

Coleridge 



PAMELA MOON CORNWALL 

Paris, Maine 

Vice-President of the Student Council 
Chamberlain School of Retailing 

CAE Club; Cheer leading, '60, '61, '62 captain; Hockey 
second, ’60, ’61 captain, team, '62; Volleyball second, 
'59, ' 60 , team, ’61, '62; Basketball team, '59, '60, '61, 
'62; Softball team, '59, '60, '61, '62; Water Ballet, '61 
(stunts), '62 (chairman); R.H. '61; Dramatics, '59 
acting; Typing Award, '61; Glee Club, '59, '60, '61 
(section leader), '62; R. H. Negatives, '61, '62; Old 
Girl-New Girl Party, '62; Father-Daughter Day, '59, 
'60; Senior Fair, '62; Orphans Party, '60, '61, '62; 
Exeter Dance, '61; Andover Dance, '62; Usher at 
musicale, '61; Head Usher at Commencement, '61; 
Place Card, Basketball Banquet, '61; Cae Carnival, '61; 
Honorable Mention Music Appreciation, '61; Class 
Representative '59, '60; Student Council, '61, '62, 
Secretary of Student Council '61, Vice-President of 
Student Council, '62; R.H. Award, '62; Music 
Appreciation Honorable Mention, '62. 



A maiden never bold; 

Of spirit so still and quiet . 

Shakespeare 



CHRISTINA CUMMINGS 

323 South Garfield Avenue 
Janesville, Wisconsin 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

KAVA Club; Softball, *61; Volley Ball, ’62; Basketball, 
'62; Swim Team Manager, *62; Student Council, *62; 
Orphan Party, *61, *62; Senior Luncheon Committee* 
’61; Senior Fair, '62, Exeter Dance, '62; Neatness 
Award, '61. 



A thing of heauty is a joy forever: 
Its loveliness increases . 

Keats 



MARLENE BLANCHE GORT 

37 Ocean Drive West 
Stamford, Connecticut 

Mount Vernon Junior College 

KAVA Club; Hockey second, ’60, first, *61; Volleyball 
second, ’60; Softball first, ’60, second, ’61; Dramatics, 
backstage, *61; Kava Talent Show, *61; Orphan Party, 
*60, ’61, *62; Senior Fair, *62, Kava Supper, *60, *61, 
*62; Water Ballet Art Committee, *62; Exeter Dance 
Committee’ *62; Class Dinner, ’60, *61; Old Girl-New 
Girl Party, *62; Commencement Reception Committee, 
’61. 



She doeth little kindnesses 
Which others leave undone . 

Lowell 



KAREN ELIZABETH HANSEN 

Stanley Way 
Centerville, Massachusetts 

Second Vice-President of Cue Club 

Dana College 

CAE Club; second team Hockey, ’60, first, '61; second 
Volleyball, '60: second team Basketball, '60, '61, first 
’62; second Softball ’60, Manager '61; Dramatics, 
Technical assistance, 9 59, ’60; Honorable Mention, 
Music, '60; Cae suppers, '59, ’60, '61, '62; Father- 
Daughter Weekend, '61, '62; Prom Committee, '62; 
Splinters Business Board, '62; Andover and Exeter 
Dance Committees; Student Council, '61, '62; Current 
Events Prize, '62. 



Child , you are like a flower, 
So sweet and pure and fair . 

Heine 



KAREN ARITA HIBBS 

2 Dover Place 

St. John’s Newfoundland, Canada 
Chamberlain School of Retailing 

KAVA Club; Field Hockey, second ’60, captain, Team, 
’61, ’62 captain; Volleyball second team ’61; Basketball 
second, ’60, ’62, team ’61; Softball manager ’62; Water 
Ballet Art Director, ’61, ’62, Costumes, ’62; Dramatics 
Set Production, ’59, ’60, ’61, ’62; Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, ’61; Andover Dance Committee, ’62; Com- 
mencement Usher, ’60; Senior Fair, ’62; Orphan Party, 
’59, ’60, ’61, ’62; Kava Hockey and Basketball Banquets, 
’61, ’62; Senior Luncheon Art Director, ’61; Bear and 
Lion Art Editor, ’61; Faculty Marshall, ’61; Splinters 
Business Board Manager, ’62; R. H. Award, ’62; Helen 
Hill Award, ’62. 




BARBARA ANN HOSMER 

Spring Street 
Billerica, Massachusetts 

Dean Junior College 

CAE Club; Volleyball Manager, ’ 62 ; Glee Club, ’ 62 ; 
Splinters, ' 62 ; Senior Fair, ’ 62 ; Orphan Party, ’ 62 ; 
Placecard Committee, ’ 62 ; Honor Rol), ’ 62 ; Class Day 
Speaker, ’ 62 . 











Oh could you view the melody 
Of every grace and music of her face . 

Lovelace 



MELISSA MARGARET KLEIN 

385 Pearl Hill Road 
Fitchburg, Massachusetts 

KAVA Club; Second team volleyball, 7 60, 7 61, team, 
7 62; Second team softball, 7 6l, 7 62; Badminton team, 
7 61; Glee club, ’60, 7 6l, 7 62; Dance committee, 7 61; 
Head usher for Commencement Music Program, 7 61; 
Commencement Usher, ’60; Senior Fair, ’62; Typing 
award, ’61, ’62; Orphan Party, 7 62; Music Appreciation, 
Honorable Mention, 7 62. 



Grace was in all her steps, heaven in her eye , 
In every gesture dignity and love. 

Milton 



DEBORAH ANNE LATHAM 

38 Boston Road 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Vice-President of KAVA 

Vermont College 

KAVA club; Hockey manager, ’61; Volleyball second 
team, '60, 9 62 , team, ’61; Basketball, ’61, captain ’62; 
Swimming, ’61, ’62; Softball, ’59, ’61, ’62; Badminton, 
'61; Cheerleading, ’61, ’62; Water Ballet, ’61, ’62; 
Glee Club, ’59, ’60, ’61, ’62; Commencement Play, ’59; 
Usher for Commencement Day Excercises, ’60; Exeter 
Dance Committee, ’61, ’62; Student Marshall, ’61; R.H. 
Award, ’61; Typing Awards, '60; Senior Fair, ’62; 
Prom Committee, ’62; Splinters - Photography Editor, 
’62; Orphan Party, ’60, ’61, ’62; R. H. Award, ’62. 



With mien to match the morning 

And gay delightful guise 

And friendly brows and laughter . 

Housman 



SUSAN LUMB 

Ferry Road 
Bristol, Rhode Island 

Garland Junior College 

KAVA Club; Hockey, second ’61; Softball, second ’62; 
Basketball, second *61, ’62, team ’60; Tennis Manager, 
’62; Badminton Manager, ’62; KAVA suppers, ’61, ’62; 
Orphan Party, ’60, ’61, ’62; Reception Committee 
Chairman, ’61. Dramatics, backstage, ’60, ’61, ’62; 
Glee Club, ’62, Honorable Mention in Current Events, 
’59, ’61; Splinter’s Business Board, ’62; Current Events 
Honorable Mention, ’62. 


Holy , fair , and wise is she 

The heaven such grace did lend her. 

Shakespeare 




SARA EUGENIE MAGENAU 

5 1 1 Fairway Drive 
Lewiston, New York 

Cazenovia College 

CAE Club; Cheerleading, '60, '61, ’62; Softball Second 
Team, '61; Volleyball second, ’62; Basketball Manager, 
’62; Glee Club, '60, '61, ’62; Christmas Choral Group, 
’61; French Club, '60; Splinters Business Board, ’62; 
Commencement Committee, ’60, ’61; Senior Luncheon 
Committee, '61; Andover Dance Committee, '61; 
Orphan Party, ’60' '61, ’62; Senior Fair, ’62; CAE 
Suppers, ’60, ’61, '62. 





Thy hyacinth hair, 
Thy classic face, 
Thy naiad airs. 

Pope 



MARTHA WESTOVER MATTSON 

44 Hillcrest Avenue 
Box 154 

Watertown, Connecticut 
Centenary Junior College 

CAE Club; Softball, '62 (Manager); Bear and Lion, 
'61; Splinters, ’62 (Literary Board); Glee Club, '61, 
’62; Dramatics, (Fall Play, ’61, ’62; Spring Play, '61, 
’62; Commencement Play, ’61, ’62;); Octet, '61, ’62; 
Orphan Party, *61, ’62; Exeter Dance, , 62; Father’s 
Day, ’61, ’62; Senior Fair, ’62; Dramatics, (honorable 
mention, ’61); Honor Roll, ’61; Dramatics Prize, ’62. 



Beauty, wit , 

Love, friendship, charity 
Are qualities alL 

Shakespeare 





MARY LAIRD MclLVAIN 

1109 Beech Road 
Rosemont, Pennsylvania 

President of CAE Club 
Bennett College 

CAE Club; Hockey first, ’61, 9 62 , Capt, 9 61; Softball 
first, *61, *62, Capt. 9 61; Volleyball second, ’61, '62; 
Basketball second, ’61, first, ’62; Tennis, ’61; 
Waterballet, ’62; Swimming and Music; CAE Suppers, 
’61, ’62; R.H. award, ’61; Student Council, ’62; Glee 
Club, '61, ’62; Christmas Choral Group, ’61; Octet, 
62; Dramatics, Christmas Play, ’62; Commencement 
Play, ’62; Head Usher Commencement Play, ’61; 
Exeter Dance, ’61; Andover Dance, ’62; Senior Fair, 
’62; Senior Luncheon, *61; Bear and Lion, ’61; Splin- 
ters Literary Board, ’62; Class Will and Prophecy, ’62; 
Class Poll, ’62; Orphan Party, ’61, ’62; Old Girl-New 
Girl Party, ’62; Typing Award, ’62; R.H. Award, ’62; 
Athletic Cup, ’62* 


A spirit still , and bright 

With something of an angel light . 

Wordsworth 


MEREDITH WILSON McLOON 

30 Mansur Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

KAVA Club; Water Ballet, ’60, ’61, ? 62; Glee Club, 
’61, ’62; Day Student Councilor, '61, '62; Senior Fair, 
'62; Prom Committee, '62; Dance Committee, '61; 
Orphan Party, '61, '62. 


She was lovely and fair to see, 

And the elfins heart heat fitfidly . 

Drake 


I 

? 




PAULA LEE MORRISEY 

7 Schernerhorn Park 
Lenox, Massachusetts 

Marjorie Webster Junior College 

CAE Club; Softball second, ’62; Tennis and Badmin- 
ton Manager, * 62 ; Glee Club, '61, ’62; Usher at Choral, 
*61; CAE Suppers, ’61, ’62; Senior Supper, ’62; Senior 
Orphan Party; Senior Fair; Senior Place Cards. 


A lovely lady garmented in light 
From her own beauty . 

Shelley 



\ 

\ 



JANET MORSE 

8 Hamilton Road 
Wellesley, Massachusetts 

Colby Junior College 

KAVA Club; Hockey first, ’62; Basketball, ’62 (Mana- 
ger); Splinters Literary Board, '62; Exeter Dance Com- 
mittee, '62; Orphan Party, ’62; Class Day '62; Honor 
Roll, ’62; Underhill Honor, ’62. 




RUTH LEORA POGUE 

325 Pelhamdale Avenue 
Pelham, New York 


Rollins College 

CAE Club; Swimming Team, ’61, ’62; Dramatics 
Club, Spring Play, '61; Christmas Pageant, '61; Com 
mencement Play, ’62; Exeter Dance Committee; 
Senior Prom Committee; Cae Carnival, ’61; Senior 
Fair, ’62; Splinters Literary Board, ’62; Katherine W. 
MacGay Literary Prize, ’62. 


And ne'er did Grecian chisel trace 
A Nymph, a Naiad, or a Grace 
Of finer form, or lovlier face . 

Scott 


SANDRA ADAMS SCHMIDT 

56 Prospect Street 
Shrewsbury, Massachusetts 

Stephens College 

CAE Club; Glee Club; ’61, * 62 ; Christmas Choral 
Group, ’61, ’62; Dramatics, ’61, ’62; Christmas Play; 
Scenery Designing, *61, ’62; Old Girl-New Girl Party, 
’62; Orphan Party, '61, ’62; Senior Fair, ’62; Senior 
Prom, ’62; Splinters Art Editor, ’62; Splinters Art Board, 
’61; Boston Museum Art Scholarship, ’62; Art Prize, 
’62. 




ELIZABETH HALL SEMPLE 

304 University Place 
Grosse Pointe 30, Michigan 

President of KAV A Club 

Briarcliff College 

KAVA club; Hockey, ’60, captain *61, '62, 2nd Volley- 
ball, ’60, 2nd, ’61, ’62; Basketball, ’60, *61, ’62; Swim- 
ming, ’60, captain, 61, ’62; Softball, ’60; Badminton, 
*60; Tennis, ’60, '61; Tennis Cup, '60, ’61; RH Award, 
'60; Bear and Lion Staff, '60, Editor, '61; Splinters 
Literary Board, ’62; Class Prophecy, '62; Class Will, 
'62; Glee Club, ’60, '61, *62; Class Representative, 
*61; Senior Lunch Committee, '60, Chairman, '61; 
Exeter Dance Committee, *61; Father- Daughter Com- 
mittee, '61; Commencement Play Usher, ’61; Mrs. 
MacGavs Marshall. ’61; R.H. Award, '62. 



A perfect woman, nobly planned 
To warn, to comfort , and command . 

Wordsworth 



PAMELA DENNISON SMITH 

35 Beach Street 
Marblehead, Massachusetts 

President of Student Council 

Mount Vernon Junior College 

KAVA; Hockey second, ’61; first, ’62; Volleyball first, 
’62; Basketball second, '61, ’62 (capt,); Softball first, 
’61, ’62; Badminton, '61; Student Council, *61, ’62 
(Pres.); Old Girl-New Girl Party Chairman, '62; 
Exeter Dance Committee Chairman, ’62; Andover 
Dance Committee Co-Chairman, ’62; Orphan Party, 
’61, '62; Senior Fair/62; Kava Talent Show, *61; Bear 
and Lion, ’61; Neatness Award, *61. 


A violet by a mossy stone 
Half -hidden from the eye . 
Wordsworth 



% 



JANIS WOODWARD 

28 High Street 
Framingham Center, Mass. 

Endicott Junior College 

CAE Club; Hockey Second Team, '62; Manager, 
Swimming Team, '62; Art Co-Editor, Splinters '62; 
Water Ballet Scenery, '62; Dramatics, '60, '61, '62; 
Orphan Party, '61; Typing Award, '59; Neatness 
Award, '59. 


PLACE CARDS SENIOR DINNER 1962 


Sally Begg 

“Bumble-bee Boogie” 

Metrecal 

The same old gal 
Swing along with Tiger 

Karen Booth 
“Blue Skies” 

Splinters 

Natural, curly hair 
“My Brother” 

Marcia Burnham 

“Nobody Knows the Trouble IVe 
Seen” 

Smile ... You Happy Wanderer 
You don’t know what you’ve got 
until you’ve lost it. 

You are free 

Brookie Clark 
“Stardust” 

Eve-liner 
Sun tan lotion 
The Limbo 

Pam Cornwall 

“Sentimental Journey” 

Squatts 
Exeter Fan 

That million-dollar smile 

Chris Cummings 
“Hallelujah” 

“Gates” 

The Infirmary Blues 
Dimples 

Becky Forster 

“Someone To Watch Over Me” 
Syracuse’s greatest admirer 
“Gort! Don’t you dare study!” 

The Chemistry Major 

Marlene Gort 

“Summer Time” 

The Stamford Kid 
“Beckv! Close that book” 

j 

Oh, no! Posture class! 

Karen Hansen 

“Open Up Yourt Heart” 

The No-Doz kid 
Frizzy, frizzy, frizzy 
A Big Heart 


Sue Lumb 

“It’s a Grand Night For Singing” 
New Hampton 
Sleepy Talk 

Oh! But I don’t know how to bat ! ! ! 

Genie Magenau 

“Dites-moi . . . pourquoi” 

Weenie 

“Beeps” to Polls 

Oh, for a Chinese laundry! 

Martha Mattson 

“Brush Up On Your Shakespeare” 
Hawaiian shirts 

On stage . . . lights . . . action! ! ! 
The admirer of cameras 

Polly McIlvain 

“Dites-moi . . . pourquoi” 

Twinkies 

“Beeps” to Magenau 
Enviable eye lashes 

Meredith McLoon 

“Where The Boys Are” 

Dates 

Convertibles 

Dates 

Paula MorrIsey 

“Yellow Rose of Texas” " 

Ring Collector 
Clothes 

The great dieter 

Janet Morse 

“Oh, I Can’t Sit Down” 

“I just know I flunked” 

Tonsils , -r, r _. > 

“Can you bear it?” . 

Ruthie Pogue 

“Moments to Remember” 

“Well ... all right.” 

French Student of the year 

“I'll start my diet tomorrow, honest.” 

Sandie Schmidt 

“Darling Nelly Grey” 

Rabbit Food 

New Hampton Recruiter 
Rainbow-colored hair 


Karen Hibbs 

“I Enjoy Being A Girl” 

The innocent look 
Boy collector 

Fingernails . . . typing? ! 

Barbie Hosmer 

“Rise and Shine” 

Far East history Scholar 
R-e-a-l-l-y B-a-r-b-a-r-a ! ! ! 

Shy 

Melissa Klein 

“Changing Partners” 

Dick 

Gee! 

Telephonitis 

Debbie Latham 

“Whistle a Happy Tune” 

The KAVA Kid 

The treasure of a driver’s license 
Fire Escape Artist 


Betsy Semple 

“It’s a Big, Wide, Wonderful World” 

Outside Reading 

Society 

Belgians 

Pam Smith 

“Can’t Help Lovin’ That Man” 
U.V.A. 

Corvettes 
L.mon you guys 

Sue Smith 

“I’ve Told Every Little Star” 

Bowdoin 

Weejuns 

“Bonjour Madame!” 

Janice Woodward 

“Just One of Those Things” 

Art 

Individualist 
Strawberry Blonde 

Marcia Burnham 


CLASS WILL 

Before we, the graduating class of 1962 and the first Space Age class to graduate 
from Rogers Hall, blast off to unknown worlds, we do hereby bequeth our earthly 
possessions, intangible as they are, to those whom we leave below. 

To Miss Ramsay, we leave the class of ’63. 

To Miss McEnery, we leave our college rejections. 

To Miss Alexander, we leave senior corridor in peace until September. 

To Mrs. Bentley, we leave an acid-burned table and a dozen broken test tubes. 
To Miss Bowes, we leave 101 pairs of Posture-Guide Shoes. 

To Mrs. Dendy, we leave three broken baseball bats, one tennis elbow, and one 
displaced cartilage. 

To Mrs. Johnston, we leave our undergrads on “pro.” 

To Miss Le Butt, we leave a cooperative Glee Club and a broken study hall 
piano. 

To Mrs. Ruiter and Mrs. McGilvray, we leave some less fresh Ayer girls. 

To Mrs. Perloff, we leave a completely disrupted art room. 

To Miss Phelps, we leave “ponies” and “trots.” 

To Miss Pulling, we leave a Chinese New Year. 

To Mrs. Shea, we leave a new senior class with hopes that they will be quiet, 
cooperative, and ambitious. 

To Miss Smith, we leave an IBM correcting machine with hopes that students 
may get their papers back within twenty-four hours. 

To Madame Sturdza, we leave a Mack truck. 


To Miss Mansfield, we leave a new library. 

To Mrs. Colpitts, we leave one thousand mimeographed excuses from gym. 

To Mrs. DeWolf, we leave the undergrads to fatten up. 

Sally Begg leaves her streaks to Louise Brooks. 

Karen Booth surrenders Splinters to anyone who wants it. 

Marcia Burnham transmits her many talents to the class of ’63. 

Brookie Clark gives her paints to Sally Greene. 

Pam Cornwall deposits Chrisie behind the white picket fence. 

Chrisie Cummings commits the “Big Five” to turmoil. 

Becky Forster bestows her giggle upon Ginny Martin. 

Marlene Gort donates her fingernails to Dottie Wood. 

Karen Hansen assigns the late hours to a Knight-owl. 

Barbie Hosmer entrusts her quiet voice to Sally Greene. 

Karen Hibbs hands over her knitting needles to Cori Bryer. 

Melissa Klein surrenders her Saturday afternoon visitors to Connie Tucker. 

Polly Mcllvain yields her “beeper” to Sandy Henderson. 

Meredith McLoon abandons the male population of Lowell to Pam Grinnell. 

Debbie Latham confers her spirit upon the class of ’63. 

Sue Lumb hands over a softball to Stevie Street. 

Genie Magenau bequeaths her daze to Margie Grinnell. 

Paula Morrisey and Sandy Schmidt leave the authorities to peace. 

Ruthie Pogue concedes Westchester County to Carolyn Funk. 

Betsy Semple sacrifices her Belgian shoes to Anne Regnery. 

Pam Smith leaves in a red corvette. 

Sue Smith assigns her college weekends to Martha Fassett. 

Jan Woodward bestows her red hair upon Barbie Knight with hopes that she 
will not change it. 

Janet Morse leaves sneezing. 

Martha Mattson leaves with curtains drawn. 

We are now thoroughly dispossessed and better able to assume a position of 
weightlessness (oh, happy day!). Piloted by the ablest astronaut of them all, our 
President, Sue Smith, we, the class of 1962, now blast off. 

Mary McIlvain 
Elizabeth Semple 


OUR TRIP INTO OUTER-SPACE 


Moderator: 

The time is lune fourth, nineteen hundred and sixtv-two. We are about to 
enter the mysterious world of outer-space. Contrary to popular belief, there are ten 
planets not nine. We were on our way to the moon, but, as Rogers Hall graduates, we 
are being drawn to this tenth planet by some unknown force. It seems that each year 
on Class Day all Rogers Hall alumnae find themselves on this planet. Today the class 
of 1962 will have an opportunity to meet Rogers Hall alumnae of every class back to 
the first class of 1892. 

The reunion is about to begin, for Rogers Hall ‘girls” of every vintage are 
appearing on this mysterious spot. Why don’t we listen? 

I am Nora Nineties and anxious to tell vou about Rogers Hall during the Gay 
Nineties. You have no idea of the good times we had in this Victorian Era of ■ 
dignity and elegance. 

Rogers Hall was a very small school then-even smaller than now'. We used 
Miss Rogers' barn as a gym and played basketball outside on the lawn as w'ell as 
indoors. We w'ashed up every morning in the bowls and pitchers which stood on 
washstands in our rooms, for there were only tw r o baths in the Hall then. How 
primitive we w'ere! In the small dining-room stood three long tables with a teacher 
presiding over each end. In keeping w'ith the artificiality of the period, and much to 
our dismay, the fireplaces were never used. 

We were diligent students, learned Greek as well as Latin, and read all of Shakes- 
peare’s plays. We realized that Boston w'as the center of the universe, and w r e delighted 
in the realization that w'e u'ere studying in the shadow's of the great Henry and 
William James and Santayana. We frequently took pilgrimages to the graves of the 
Cambridge Poets (texts in hand of course), and we knew every tree around Walden. 

Our only unchaperoned trips occurred on Saturday mornings w'hen w'ere al- 
lowed to go to downtown Lowell on the trolley cars. We all went Page and Shawls, 
the place to go for sodas and sweets and to put every minute of freedom to its best 
use. 


The male (whichever w r ay one spells it) was as popular then as now. The Beau 
Brummels appeared from Andover in the frilliest costumes that were suggestive of 
the Edw'ardian Era to follow'. How' W'e sw'ooned! 

As one can imagine, the few' males W'ho did appear at Rogers Hall during the 
prudish Victorian period were alw'ays labelled “brother” or “cousin.” Mail call in- 
variably meant that distribution of letters in study hall — our one touch with 
civilization. 


Flapper Flo: 

I am “Flapper Flo” and I w'ould like to tell you about the riotous life at Rogers 
Hall during the Roaring Twenties. This was the period of great social change in 
America, and even staid old Rogers Hall was affected. 

You should have seen Miss Parsons raise her eyebrows when the girls at Rogers 
Hall began to raise their hemlines. How she deplored the artificial look which we 
acquired w'ith the newly-invented lipstick and the new curling irons! 


Geography ceased to rule our social life in the Twenties. We still had our only 
dance with Lowell Tech, but the improved train service to Boston gave us an oppor- 
tunity to attend the Harvard College football games. Those of us who were lucky 
put on our necklaces which descended below our waists and the hats that hid our 
hair and headed for Cambridge and dates that could last until the late afternoon 
train back to Lowell. 

We all thought of ourselves as emancipated females, and of course Edna St. 
Vincent Millay was our favorite poet. When the Sacco-Venzetti case rocked Mas- 
sachusetts, we listened to daily (and sometimes nightly) reports over Radio Station 
KDKA. Our secret vice was a fondness for jazz music. Although the Charleston 
was not allowed at Rogers Hall, we all seemed to find the time to learn to do it. 
Even the less sophisticated among us had heard of Freud, and the more sophisticated 
among us were devotees of the Provincetown Playhouse where Eugene O’Neill’s plays 
combining Greek tragedy and Freudian psychology were performed. 

In 1927 when we all saw the first sound picture, “The Jazz King,” and Lindbergh 
made his nonstop flight to Paris, we felt that western civilization had reached the 
ultimate. Where could we go from here? 

Just two years later when the depression hit, we realized that Utopia was still a 
dream. The crash affected us all. We had our first Senior Prom without corsages. 
I wonder if that tradition still holds. 

World War II Winnie 

World War II, was a terrible event and we felt its effects even at quiet Rogers 
Hall School. It did, however, give it a kind of excitement we wouldn’t otherwise have 
had. Every Saturday night we gathered in the library and received instructions in 
first aid. In our spare time we untangled each others’ knitting to send to the boys 
“over there,” or we wrote letters to our men folk who needed cheering up. 

A familiar phrase seen on our demerit slips was “using extra butter-five demerits.” 
Then too, sand buckets were placed at several spots in and around the school, and 
when the air raid sounded, we all knew exactly what to do. When I realize what we 
might have done with that sand or what pranks we might have played during those 
air raids, I see what a patriotic bunch we were! 

When the tire shortage became more severe, it became harder to see our “beaus” 
at Andover and Exeter. To compensate for our loss we sat around the radio and 
listened to such songs as “I’ll Walk Alone” and “I’ll Be Home for Christmas.” The 
belles of the school were those whose dates would regularly bicycle the ten miles 
from Andover — much to the amazement of Mrs. MacGay who had been a teacher 
at Rogers Hall during World War I and had never witnessed such devotion. She 
often wondered if this meant that Phillips-Andover boys were stronger or the Rogers 
Hall girls were prettier. We never told her the real answer. Bikes were more plentiful! 

Moderator: 

How different they all seem! It seems hard to realize that it was only twenty-five 
years ago that Flapper Flo was a student at Rogers Hall. I wonder what changes 
another twenty-five years will bring. I wonder, I wonder . . . 

Barbara Hosmer 

Janet Morse 


CLASS PROPHECY 


Beep, Beep, this is Sue Smith in the year 1987, broadcasting home from the 
planet Mars. This is the site of the twenty-fifth reunion of the world-renowned Rogers 
Hall Class of 1962. We have especially imported a white picket fence for the 
occasion, knowing that our class will just naturally gravitate to it. Ironically enough 
the rule of “no smoking” still prevails, for the atmosphere here is, of course, too thin 
for lighting matches and cigarettes. Barbie Hosmer who is helping me organize this 
reunion is standing by to help me greet (and recognize) our old friends. 

Hark, something is descending. I cannot quite distinguish this object. As it 
streaks closer, it appears to be labeled a Beggsmobile. Our once Miss Begg is 
emerging majestically from her streamlined ship, followed by five little Tigers! 

As Miss Begg leaves her ship, what appears to be a shooting star tears through 
the atmosphere. Ladies and Gentlemen, it is no shooting star. It is our Booties in 
her souped-up ship, the Splinters! On her way, she has picked up several of our 
classmates: Brookie Clark and Marlene Gort who have been sunning ever since they 
graduated and consequently have been perplexing immigration officials in various 
countries; Becky Forster who is still working for that Ph.D. at Syracuse University; 
Melissa Klein who is the unpredictable commentator on American Bandstand; and 
Martha Mattson who has just received her first Oscar (for what we don’t know, 
but we have our suspicions). 

As I escort my guests to the white picket fence, a piercing Beep, Beep shatters 
our eardrums. Genie Magenau and Sue Lumb are appearing with Marcia Burnham 
following behind — on key. Genie and Sue surprise us all by not looking a day older 
than they did in 1962. They obviously have been out of it for twenty-five years 
because when one lives in out-of-space, one does not age. While they were w 7 ay out, 
they spotted Polly Mcllvain’s ship floating around Venus in the anti-gravitv belt, 
obviously out of gas. Rumor has it that she has been teaching the “sophisticated” twist 
on the new frontier, the planet Pluto, and will not be able to make the reunion. 

Unfortunately, some of our more ambitious members are also unable to attend 
this reunion because they are engaged in a Zenith Conference on the planet Saturn. 
The topic of this galaxy meeting is Inter-Planetary Foreign Relations. Our class -is 
represented by the following members: Betsy Semple who is representing the 
Kennedy Dynasty and has just left the White House where Carolyn now reigns 
(her brothers give teas for her); Karen Hansen who is representing Denmark and 
assuring the cosmos that things are no longer rotten in Denmark; and Karen Hibbs 
who is representing Newfoundland. Pam Cornwall is also attending the conference, 
representing the thriving metropolis of Paris — Maine, of course. (Incidentally since 
Pam opened her Paris, Maine dress designing firm after graduation from Chamber- 
lain, Paris, France has been eclipsed.) Meredith McLoon is representing the fair 
city of Lowell, so familiar to us all. These distinguished ladies will speak on behalf 
of the earth at this combined session of the universe. 

Pam Smith, who is unable to attend because of tie-ups between U.V.A. and 
Marblehead has sent her best wishes with Paula Morrisev and Sandy Schmidt who 
have just arrived in a green beetle bearing the insignia, Rogers Hall. As Orwell and 
Huxley predicted in their novels, the boy-girl relationship was abolished three 
years ago in 1984. This great social revolution left Miss Morrisey and Miss Schmidt 
without distractions and perfectly competent to take over the office of Headmistress at 


Rogers Hall where they are now busily engaged in teaching young ladies how to 
behave. Under their joint direction, Debby Latham is now teaching chemistry in 
devoted memory of Mrs. Bentley, Ruth Pogue is teaching the new language of the 
universe, telepethetic phonetics (communication by thought not sound — Ruth 
always claimed it was her New York accent that confused Madame Sturdza); and 
Chris Cummings who is teaching physical education. 

Janet Morse is also engaged in intellectual activity. She has undertaken the 
project of revising the Bible to suit our space-age situation. She is busily engaged 
eliminating the word “earth” from all editions. Jan Woodward is doing the art work 
to accompany the new interpretation. 

As you can see, we, the class of 1962 have been most successful in our endeavors. 
As we are gathered here on this day, June fourth, nineteen hundred and eighty-seven, 
we would like to extend our best wishes to all the future graduating classes of Rogers 
Hall with hopes that they may ascend as high as we have. 


Mary McIlvain 
Elizabeth Semple 
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KEY TO BABY PICTURES 


1. Melissa Klein 

2. Meredith McLoon 

3. Betsy Semple 

4. Martha Mattson 

5. Paula Morrisey 

6. Ruth Pogue 

7. Sue Smith 

8. Pam Smith 

9. Polly Mcllvain 

10. Brookie Clark 

13. Karen Booth 

14. Eugenie Magenau 

15. Barbara Hosmer 

16. Janet Morse 

1 7. Deborah Latham 

1 8. Marcia Burnham 

19. Karen Hansen 

20. Becky Forster 

21. Karen Hibbs 

22. Susan Lumb 

23. Sally Begg 

24. Sandra Schmidt 

25. Chris Cummings 

26. Janis Woodward 





Oophs! 

I 


You expect me to believe that? 


“You were waiting for me?” 


Me modest? 




You should see him! 







“No, no, a thousand times no”. 


The three musketeers , 




* 




Now I ask you very confidentially, aren’t we sweet? 


Mommy said when I reac' 
I could wear lipstick. 

and then he asked up for a weekend . 
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Play it C-O-O-L, Man! 

I 



Milk on the rocks . 



“I’ll tell you my philosophy”. 




Out to her little white bomb . 


I was wondering . . . 





From city white to Florida tan 


Roll call 



Hasty retreat. 



Later, girls, later. 


J 





After tennis we’ll bowl, then softball, then— 


PREPS 


Tee-hee 


kV ' 


Gather around 


Cheers! 



The R. H. Negatives. 


Let’s get together. 



There were never such devoted sisters . 


Hey — Twist! 



Hail, Hail, the gang’s all here. 


a j 


“Our last performance”. 
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Guess what we see! 


“It has strawberry flavored stickum”. 


Hi, Ya. 




HELP! 


I just L-O-V-E to study. 






Everyone here? 


Organization plus! 







Off guard. 


This is a gym class? 




English or nature? 



The weekend here at last . 
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FACULTY 






Miss Marion F. McEnery 
B.A., Wellesley College 
M.A. , Boston University 

DIRE TOR OF STUDIES 
FAR EASTERN HISTORY 


Mrs. Charlotte Knowles Bentley 
A.B', Smith College 

SCIENCE 


Miss Doris Alexander 


B.A., Wellesley College 
M.A. , Columbia University 

MATHEMATICS 



Miss Elizabeth Smith 
B.A., Sweet Briar College 

HISTORY AND CURRENT EVENTS 



Miss Anne Borland Pulling 
A.B. , New York State College for Teachers 
M.A., Middlebury College Spanish School 
University of Puerto Rico 

FRENCH AND SPANISH 


Miss Dorothy I. Perloff 
B.F.A., M.A. , Ohio State Universi 

ART AND HISTORY OF ART 


w 







Mrs. Carolyn L. Johnston Miss Dorothy Phelps Mrs. Rita M. Shea 

A.B., Radcliffe College B.A., University of New Hampshire A.B., A.M., Radcliffe College 

Graduate study at latin, french, and ancient history English 

Tufts University 

ENGLISH 


Mrs, Dorothy Wob 
A.B. . Boston Unive 
College of Liberal / 

DRAMATICS 




\ IE. ZOE STURDZA 
l va, Bucharest , Rumania 
FRENCH 



Miss Helen Mansfield 
A.B., Boston University 

REMEDIAL READING 



Mrs. Louise Whitten Staten Miss Carolyn F. Bowes 

secretary Marjorie Webster Junior College 

PHYSICAL EDUCATION 



Miss Dorothy A. LeButt 
i England Conservatory of Music 
Concord Summer School of Music 
Pupil of Richard Stevens and 
Nadia Boulanger 

PIANO, HARMONY, GLEE CLUB, 

AND MUSIC APPRECIATION 


Mrs. Anna U. Ray 
B.S., AM., Boston University 

FINANCIAL SECRETARY 




Mrs. Minnie Colpitts, R.N. 
Waltham Training School for Nurses 
resident nurse 




Mrs. Janet Greene Dendy 

B.S. in Education , Tufts University 

BIOLOGY AND PHYSICAL EDUCATION 



Mrs. Marion McGilvray 

HOUSEMOTHER 


Mrs. Olive Bouve DeWolf 

DIETITIAN 
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UNDERCLASSMEN 





UNDERGRADUATE SONG 


Though you may go far, far away from us, 

We will remember all the fun you have rendered us. 

As the time goes by, 

The days quickly fly, 

And good friends must part once again. 

In the volleyball games and the hockey, too, 

You have shown your spirit in the clubs all year through. 

Let the time go by, 

Mem’ries never die. 

In our hearts, we will remember this year. 

And all we undergrads wish you 
Good luck in whatever you do. 

And as you seniors leave us, 

To each and everyone of you we wish good cheer. 

With your guiding hands and your thoughtful ways, 

You have helped us through this year and all its troubled day 
We now give our thanks 
And our praises, too, 

Loyal and true senior sisters, to you. 


Tune: “On the Street Where You Live” 





JUNIOR CLASS 
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SOPHOMORE CLASS 


FRESHMAN CLASS 


CLASS REPRESENTATIVES 




Junior Class Representative 


Sophomore Class Representative 


JUDY GREENE 


JANE DICKINSON 



Freshman Class Representative 

CAROLYN WARREN 



ACTIVITIES 



CALENDAR 


September 

20 — Re-opening of School — New friends and old, we reunited with summer tans 
and new beaus. 

21 — Beginning of Classes — There’s a lot to be done! 

23 — Trip to Singing Beach — Dismal day-hot dogs-wading in ice cold water. 

24 — Vespers — Ada Denson— Monologues — Anything for the arts! 

October 

1 — Vespers — J. H. B. Machon — ‘‘Switzerland-Scenic Wonderland” — A short trip 
in an hour. 

5 — Initiation — Amid the mess and goo, someone said, “Nothing is so sweet as 
revenge!” 

21 — Exeter Dance — Boys! 

27— Celebrity Series — Rosalind Elias — She had the voice of a lark. 

30 — Senior-Undergrad Ceremony — Solemn faces-lighted candles-cider, doughnuts- 
Hi, there, Sis! 

November 

11 — New Hampton Dance — What a football game! “Come on, let’s twist!” 

13 — Second Team Hockey Game — Congratulations, Cae! 

15 — First Team Hockey Game — You did it again, Cae! 

17 — Dress Rehearsal — “Girls, we’re at the eleventh hour; now shape up!” 

18 — Fall Plays — “Riders to The Sea”— “The Grand Cham’s Diamond” — Miracles 
never ease! 

22 — Thanksgiving Vacation — This is the first of many, girls! 

December 

2 — Andover Dance — What’s this about a panty raid? 

8 — Orphan Party — Try to make others happy, and you will quickly forget your 
own problems. 

10 — Christmas Vespers — Our senior rings meant a lot to us for many reasons. 

13 — Beginning of Vacation — We departed with heavy hearts. 

January 

3— Re-opening of School — After Christmas festivities, back to work. The Shedd 
giqls are living on a hospital campus! 

7 — A .’Visit to Mr. Scalise’s Church — The Glee Club and Octet sang their 
Christmas music. 

Vespers — Leo White — Caricatures — Nothing is so fanciful as fantasy. 

13 — C.E.E.B.’s — Now the truth of knowledge unfolds! 

14 — Vespers — Spain and Portugal — Dr. Laudt — The bullfight was quite exciting. 

17— First Team Volleyball Game — Cae won! ! ! 

Second Team Volleyball Game — Ties are the best of all! 

20 — Exeter Glee Club Dance — Memories are made of this! 

22 — Mid-year Exams — Miss Ramsay said cramming would do no good and to get 
some sleep. 

25 — Ending of Exams — Hoorah! 

A Trip to North Conway — Recuperation, anyone? 


February 

3 — Kava Supper and Movie — We sang and cheered for Kava! 

11 — Art Trip— Art for our sake! 

21 — Tea for the Ayer Girls — Queens for the day! 

March 

3 — S.A.T.’s — Juniors 

Achievements — Seniors — Feel brainwashed, anyone? 

5 — Second Team Basketball — Congratulations, Kava! 

7 — First Team Basketball Game — Congratulations, Cae! 

The Cae-Kava Banquet — Our clubs are equally matched in skill and strength. 
9— The Orphan Party — Juniors — The orphans moved on us! 

13 — Miss Lebutt’s Music Recital — The piano playing was professional! 

15 — Spring Plays — “Rehearsal” — “Thursday Evening” — Mrs. Worsham, we 
achieved the impossible again\ 

16 — Beginning of Vacation — Oh, to lie on the beach with the hot sun above. 

April 

A — Re-opening of School — Busy term ahead — pressure. 

6— Council Dinner — “Eat, drink and be merry!” 

8 — Paint and Powder Show — “Vienna on Parade” — The drums were so loud that 
we managed to stay awake. 

13 — Senior Dresses — The “big day” is quickly approaching. 

Opera — “Aida” — The plot was exceptionally exciting, but the intermissions 
were better. How’s everything up north, girls. 

1 A — Junior Supper — The laughter and good times of our school days will always 
be treasured. 

15 — Art Gallery Trip — Our school artists appreciated the fine works. 

Vespers — Birgitta Koehlen — “Sweden” — Ignorance is not bliss, we learned a lot. 
20— Easter Weekend — A short rest. 

22 — Easter Sunday— Did the Easter Bunny come? 

28 — Father’s Day — “I want a guy just like the guy that married dear old mom.” 


May 


5 — Founder’s Day — The Seniors thought to themselves, “Next year I’ll be doing 
this!” 


6 — Vespers — Mrs. Boyce — Africa— Even after those term papers, we realized that 
there was still a lot to be learned. 

Mrs. PerlofFs Senior Tea — The girls had a delightful time; Mrs. Perloff puts 
her whole self into everything. 

9 — Science Trip — Nature performs wondrous miracles. 

19 — Prom— An enchanted evening! ! 

C.E.E.B.’s — Juniors — Nothing could be left to the imagination. 

21 — Second Team Softball Game— What team spirit! Both clubs were really 
fighting. 

23 — First Team Softball Game — Polly and Lee made the home runs of the day! 
Cae won! 

25 — Swim Meet — “On your mark . . get set . . go!” There was much excite- 
ment - the game ended in a tie. 


28 — Beginning of Exams — This is the last stretch! 

31 — Ending of Exams — It’s hard to believe we’re through with schoolwork! 
ne 

1 — The Spelling Bee — The Seniors won - by one word. 

2 — Trip to Singing Beach — A beautiful day - wonderful relaxation. Mrs. Dendy 
played the guitar for us. 

3 — Dress Rehearsal — Mrs. Worsham warned us not to get sunburned. 

3 — Baccelaureate Sunday — The minister spoke some words of wisdom to the 
Seniors. 

Class Parties — End the year with fun and frolic. 

4 — Senior Luncheon— Some girls were embarrassed to read their placecards, but 
there was no way of escaping them. 

Class Day — The prophecy was out of this world! 

4 — Commencement Play — Very amusing - Now the cast is sorry that it’s over. 

5 — Commencement — The seniors are schoolgirls no longer. 



Student Council 

Front , Left to Right — Cornwall, (Vice-President), Smith, (President), Miss 
Ramsay, McLoon, Larmon. Back — Cummings, Begg, Wood, D., Walker, Hodgkin- 
son, Grinnell, P., Hansen and Mcllvain. 



Splinters Staff 

Front — Morse, Smith, Clark, Mattson, Booth (Editor-in-Chief), Karen, Hibbs. 
Back — Hansen, Latham, Lumb, Semple, Pogue, Mcllvain, Hosmer and Magenau, 
(Missing, Woodward). 



Bear and Lion Staff 

Front — McGovern, Koch, Regnery, Grinnell, M., Hodgkinson and Carter. 2nd 
Row — Greer, D. Wood, Friselle, Schliebus, Litchfield, Scannell (Editor), Delaney, 
Palmer. 3rd Ron? — Warren, Ogden, Brooks, Boynton, D. Wood, Taft, S. Greene, 
P. Grinnell, Kreuger, Badger, Anderson, Hockmeyer, J. Greene and Robinson. 



R. H. Negatives 

1st Row — Paine, Cornwall, Burnham (Leader). 2nd Row — Knight, Mattson, 
Delaney, Booth. 3rd Row — Mcllvain, Koser, Badger. 




Glee Club 

First Row (Left to Right): Miss LeButt, Larmon, Paine, Burnham, Delaney, B. 
Knight, Mcllvain, Mattson, S. Greene, Costello, Fassett, Taft. 2nd Ro^v — Magenau, 
Parrish, Palmer, Do. Wood, Orchard, Kreuger, Godley, Marsted De. Wood, Hosmer, 
Schliebus, M. Grinnell, Dickinson, Schmidt, Carter, Tichy, Semple, Cantrell, Bryer, 
Morrisey. 3rd Row — Greer, Begg, Boyce, Hockmeyer, Smalldon, Robinson, P. 
Grinnell, Badger, Koser, Latham, P. Cornwall, Comins, Lumb, Klein, J. Greene, 
Forster, Hodgkinson, Flammer. 
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ATHLETICS 
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Cae Club 


Cae Club President Mary Mcllvain 
Vice-President Sally Begg 








Kava Club 


Kava President Betsy Semple 
Kava Vice-President Deborah Latham 






FIRST TEAM HOCKEY 


The first team hockey game in 1961 really showed what our two great teams 
could do. From the starting bully by Marcie Koser for Cae and Lee Palmer for Kava, 
the action showed great spirit and skill. Cae’s president, Polly Mcllvain, truly led 
Cae on to victory for a final tally of Cae, 8; Kava, 1. Both teams played a great game. 


Cae 

Cornwall, Pam 
Koser (captain) 

Mcllvain 

Hall 

Marsted 

Delaney 

Hansen 

Anderson 

Tucker 

Hockey manager; Grinnell 


Kava 

Burnham 

Funk 

Hibbs (captain) 

Martin 

Morse 

Palmer 

Shearer 

Smith, Pam 

Wilkinson 

Hockey manager; Godley 


SECOND TEAM HOCKEY 

The fall air hummed with excitement as the second team hockey game com- 
menced. The game was extremely well-played, well-supported, and excitedly tense. 
At the end, Kava stood up well with two goals to Cae’s three. What a game! ! 


Cae 

Regnery 

Wilson (captain) 

Wood, Dottie 

Tichey 

Parrish 

Taft 

Carter 

Woodward 

Tucker 


Kava 

Booth 

Fassett 

Frisselle 

Gregory 

Hodgkinson 

Knight, Barbara (captain) 
Marsh, Susan 
Schliebus 
Semple 



Cae Hockey Team 

Stevens, Anderson, Delaney, Hall, Koser (Capt.), Hansen, Marsted, Mcllvain, 
P. Cornwall, Grinnell, (Mgr.). 



Kava Hockey Team 

Left to Right — Wilkinson, Morse, Palmer, Funk, Hibbs (Capt.), P- Smith, Martin, 
Shearer, Burnham, Godley (Mgr.). 




FIRST TEAM VOLLEYBALL 


The first team game was an exciting affair which left its spectators hoarse. 
January 17, 1962 was an exciting day for both Cae and Kava as the final score was 
57-57. Cae and Kava stretched neck-in-neck and with equal skill, wouldn’t you say? 


Cae 

Begg (captain) 

Cornwall, Pam 

Delaney 

Gates 

Hall 

Koser 

Tucker 

Wilson 

Greene, Sally 

Volleyball manager: Hosmer 


Kava 

Burnham 
Cummings 
Gregory 
Hodgkin son 
Klein 

Knight, Barbara 

Martin 

Semple 

Smith, Pam (captain) 
Volleyball manager: Langford 


SECOND TEAM VOLLEYBALL 

When Cae and Kava met for the second team game, the result was a gym filled 
with cheering onlookers attired in red and blue. At the close of the game, the final 
score was Kava, 33; Cae, 25. Congratulations, Kava. Both teams should be con- 
gratulated for their show of skill and sportmanship which made the game so exciting. 


Cae 

Parrish (captain) 

Henderson 

Carter 

Magenau 

Marsted 

Mcllvain 

Perkins 

Warren 

Boyton 


Kava 

Booth 
Dickinson 
Funk (captain) 
Greene, Judy 
Latham 
Marsh, Susan 
Palmer 
Schliebus 
Smith, Susan 



Cae Volleyball 

First Roiv — Delaney, Hall, Begg (eapt), P. Cornwall, Wilson. Second Row — 
Hosmer (mgr.), Gates, Tucker, S. Greene, Koser. 



Kava Volleyball 

First Row — Klein, P. Smith (Capt.), Semple. Second Row — Cummings, Gregory, 
Martin, B. Knight, Hodgkinson, Burnham. 





FIRST TEAM BASKETBALL 


March 5, 1962, was the day of the big game. It produced perhaps the most 
passionate enthusiasm of the winter term. Cae scored victoriously with fifty-seven 
points to Kava’s thirty-nine. Once again, there was a great show of skill on both 
sides. Barbara Hall broke a record scoring twenty-three of Cae’s fifty-seven baskets. 


Cae 

Cornwall, P. 

Delaney 

Hall (captain) 

Gates 

Mcllvain 

Carter 

Warren 

Taft 

Magenau (manager) 


Kava 

Knight, B. 
Mallory 
Gregory 
Semple 

Latham (captain) 
Marsh, S. 

Funk 
Booth 
Cummings 
Morse (manager) 


SECOND TEAM BASKETBALL 

The second team game, played on March 7, 1962, caused that great mixture of 
screams and moans that often accompany a close game. So it was with this one. The 
final tally was Kava, 31; Cae, 29. It was fiercely but finely played fight. 


Cae 

Koser 

Wilson (captain) 

Henderson 

Wanty 

Tucker 

Flammer 

Grinnell, Pam 

Perkins 


Kava 

Palmer 

Hibbs 

Krueger 

Lumb 

Martin (captain) 
Ogden 
Smith, Pam 
Smith, Susan 



Cae Basketball Team 

Front — Delaney, Hall (Capt.), Cornwall. Back — Magenau(Mgr.), Gates, Warren, 
Mcllvain, Taft, Carter. 



Kava Basketbai.l Team 

Front — Booth, Latham (Capt.), Mallory. Back — Morse (Mgr.), S. Marsh, Cum- 
mings, Semple, Gregory, B. Knight, Funk. 


FIRST TEAM SOFTBALL 


On May 23, 1962, Cae and Kava met out on the softball field for the big battle. 
What an exciting game! ! Though Kava lost, they made a terrific show of skill in 
the last inning. Both teams should be congratulated for a most exciting game. 


Cae 

Cornwall, Pam 

Delaney 

Hall 

Henderson 

Koser 

Marsted 

Mcllvain 

Parrish 

Regnery 

Wanty (captain) 

Wilson 

Gates 

Costello 

Manager: Martha Mattson 
Assistant manager: Sally Perkins 


Kava 

Booth 

Burnham (captain) 

Dickinson 

Funk 

Godley 

Gregory 

Hodgkinson 

Latham 

Marsh, Susan 

Palmer 

Smith, Pam 

Gort 

Manager: Karen Hibbs 


SECOND TEAM SOFTBALL 


A curve ball from the hand of Paula Morrisey started off the festivities in the 
softball field on May 21, 1962. From then on, the spectators watched every play — 
with time out for a few enthusiastic cheers. At the close of the game, there was a 
close score of Cae, 16; Kava, 14. 


Cae 

Boyce 

Canfield 

Carter 

Clough, Evie 
Clough, Judy 
Flammer 
Morrisey 
Paine (captain) 
Stevens 
Taft 
Warren 


Kava 


Clark (captain) 

Comins 

Klein 

Knight, Barbara 
Lumb 

Marsh, Peggy 

Martin 

Ogden 


Sargent 

Schliebus 
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Cae Softball Team 

Perkins, Asst. Mgr.; Mattson, Mgr.; Marsted, Delaney, Regnery, Hall, Costello, 
Wilson, Wanty, Capt.; Mcllvain, Koser, Parrish, Gates, Henderson, P. Cornwall. 



Kava Softball Team 

Godley, P. Smith, Gregory, Palmer, Hodgkinson, Funk, Burnham, Capt.; Dickinson, 
S. Marsh, Gort, Latham, Booth, Hibbs, Mgr. 




SWIMMING MEET 


May 25, 1962 was the big day for the Cae and Kava Swim Teams. The meet 
began with a sharp blast on the whistle. From then on, there was a long line of 
events ranging from racing and form swimming to diving. The final score was a 
rather perplexing 135-1 35. After some discussion between club officers, managers 
and swimmers, it was decided that the meet should be left as a tie rather then having 
another deciding event added to the program. It was indeed an exciting afternoon 
in the pool room. 


Cae 

Forster (captain) 

Be gg 

Grinnell, Pam 

Hall 

Pogue 

Clough, Judy 
Wood, Dot 
Wood, Deb 
Marsted 
Wilson 

Swimming manager: Woodward 
Acting manager: Mcllvain 


Kava 

Mallory 

Greene, Judy 

Badger 

Semple 

Latham 

Hockmeyer 

Shearer 

Krueger (captain) 

Martin 

Godley 

Swimming manager: Cummings 



Cae Swimming Team 

Front — Pogue, Marsted, Hall, Wilson, Forster (Capt.), Back — Woodward (Mgr.), 
J. Clough, P. Grinnel, De. Wood, Do. Wood, and Begg. 
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Kava Swimming Team 

Front — Godley, J. Greene, Shearer, Latham, Kreuger (Capt.), 2nd Row — Cum- 
mings (Mgr.), Badger, Martin, Hockmeyer, Semple, and Mallory. 







TENNIS 


On May 31, 1962, Palmer and Wilson met to test their skill with the racket. 
With the support of their managers, Susie Lumb and Paula Morrisey respectively, 
and the cheering encouragement from the clubs, both girls played exceptionally well. 
The other members of the team who did not make the finals but who should be 
proud of the skill that put them on the team are Booth, Semple, and Gregory of 
Kava, and Delaney, Mcllvain, and Warren for Cae. 



Cae Tennis 

Morrisey, Mgr.; Delaney, Wilson, Warren, Mcllvain. 


Kava Tennis 

Booth, Semple, Palmer, Gregory, Lumb, Mg: 






Cae Badminton 

Morrisey, Mgr.; Warren, Hall, Carter, Delaney. 



Kava Badminton 

Lumb, Mgr.; Martin, B. Knight, Palmer, Grergory. 







Cae Cheerleading 

First Row — P. Cornwall (Capt.). Second Row — Henderson, Boyce, Wanty 
(Mascot), Boynton, Costello. Third Ron 7 — Hall, Marsted, Stevens, Magenau, 
Forster. 



Kava Cheerleading 

First Row — Krueger, Hockmeyer, Martin. Second Row — Booth (Capt.), Orchard, 
Wilkinson, Robinson, Godley (Mascot). Third Row — Latham, B. Knight, Mallory. 






SOCIAL EVENTS 
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FALL PLAYS 


Despite a raging school epidemic the two plays “The Grand Cham’s Diamond” 
and “Riders to the Sea” were successfully performed at Rogers Hall on November 
eighteenth under the outstanding direction of Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham. 

The first of these one-act plays, “Riders to the Sea,” by J. M. Synge is a tragedy 
which takes place on an island off the west coast of Ireland. It is the story of a woman 
who loses her husband, her father-in-law, and her six sons to the sea. At the end 
when her last son is taken from her she bewails: “Nothing more the sea can do to me.” 

“The Grand Cham’s Diamond” by Allan Monkhouse is a mystery-farce which 
takes place in a London home in 1915. It is the tale of a happy English family which 
quite accidentally comes into the possession of an invaluable diamond. The hilarious 
consequences certainly made the play a success. 

With a truly fine cast of Rogers Hall actresses, the two excellent plays provided 
an enjoyable evening for all. 


The Cast 

RIDERS TO THE SEA 
by J. M. Synge 

Mauryci Beth McGovern 

Bartley Judith Anderson 

Cathleen Deborah Wood 

Nora Charlotte Costello 

Women Mourners Rebecca Forster, Prudence Carter 

Men Mourners Margaret Marsh, Evelyn Clough, Lee Palmer, Dorothy Wood 

Scene : An island off the west coast of Ireland. 


THE GRAND CHAM’S DIAMOND 
by Allan Monkhouse 

Mrs. Perkins 

Mr. Perkins 

Miss Perkins 

A Man in Black 

Albert Watkins 

Scene: A London suburb 1915. 


... Martha Mattson 

Vickery Wanty 

Alexandra Canfield 

Judith Clough 

Karen Booth 


Technical Staff 


Director Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 

Stage Managers Sandra Parrish, Louise Brooks 


Scenery .... Mrs. Dorthy Perloff, Sandra Schmidt, Elizabeth Walker, Janis Woodward 
Judith Clough, Prudence Carter, Cornelia Bryer, Barbara Marsted, 
Gretchen Gates, Virginia Martin, Trudy Cantrell 

Sound Pamela Grinnell 

Make-up .. Barbara Hall, Susan Lumb, Anne Boynton, Pamela Grinnell, Karen Hibbs 
Properties Elisabeth Walker 



Riders to the Sea 



The Grand Cham's Diamond 







SPRING PLAYS 


On Thursday evening, March fifteenth, the Rogers Hall Dramatic Club, under 
the direction of Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham, presented An Evening with 
Christopher Morley. The two plays “Rehearsal” and “Thursday Evening” by Morley 
successfully livened the spirits of the already happy vacation-bound audience. The 
scenery under the direction of Mrs. Dorothy Perloff was outstanding, as was the 
performance. 

“Rehearsal,” the first of the two plays, was the scene of a play given by a Rogers 
Hall Literary Group. This play illustrates the joys and complications of producing 
a play. The references to Rogers Hall throughout the play delighted the audience. 

The second play, “Thursday Evening,” took place in a suburban kitchen in 1922. 
It is a delightful comedy about two over-protecting mothers’ concern for their own 
children. This farce shows the advantages and disadvantages of maternal love. 

These two plays by Christopher Morley, as well as the fine cast, made the 
evening a real success. 


REHEARSAL 


Freda Martha Mattson 

Christine Janis Woodward 

Barbara Deborah Wood 

Gertrude Rebecca Forster 

Sonia Anne Boynton 

Marjorie Prudence Carter 


Scene: Rehearsal of a play given by Rogers Hall Literary Group. 


THURSDAY EVENING 

Gordon Johns 

Laura 

Mrs. Sheffield 

Mrs. Johns 

Scene: A suburban kitchen, 1922. 


Karen Booth 

Alexandra Canfield 

Sally Begg 

.... Nancy Scanned 


Director 

Scenery 


Stage Managers 

Properties 

Sound 

Makeup 

Costumes 


Technical Staff 

Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham 

Mrs. Dorothy Perloff, Prudence Carter, Judith Clough, 

Sandra Schmidt, Elisabeth Walker 

Jane Dickinson, Louise Brooks 

Elisabeth Walker 

Pamela Grinned 

Judith Anderson, Charlotte Costello, Barbara Hall, Susan Lumb 
Hooker-Howe Company 

Special thanks to Manuel Furtado for scenery. 



The Rehearsal 



Thursday Evening 



COMMENCEMENT PLAY 


On Monday evening, June fourth, the Rogers Hall Dramatics Club, under the 
able direction of Mrs. Dorothy Ann Miller Worsham, presented Mrs. McThing by 
Mary Chase. Special recognition should, also, be extended to Mrs. Dorothy Perloff 
for the exceptional quality of the stage settings and to the performers for superior 
acting. 

Mrs. McThing is a fantasy in two acts. Although it produces almost hilarious 
effects in the viewers, it also conveys a serious message about the proper dimensions 
of maternal love. 

The first act takes place in the palatial country estate of Mrs. Howard V. LaRue, 
III, a wealthy woman who has no understanding of her son. When a witch replaces 
her son with an impeccably behaved but non-feeling child, Mrs. LaRue realizes what 
she has lost. 

In the remaining act of the play, Mrs. LaRue learns that her real son is working 
in the Shantyland Pool Hall. In order to develop the understanding she needs, she 
works there and recaptures her son’s lost love and gains the proper perspective for 
more effective living. 


Cast of Characters 

Mrs. Howard V. Larue, 111 

Carrie 

Sybil 

Evva Lewis 

Maude Lewis 

Grace Lewis 

Nelson 

How ay 

Chef (Ellsworth) 

Virgil 

Dirty Joe 

Stinker 

Poison (Eddie Schellenbach 

Mrs. Schellenbach 

Mimi 

First Policeman 

Second Policeman 

Mrs. McThing — Ugly Witch 

Mrs. McThing — Beautiful Witch 


Martha Mattson 

Jane Larmon 

Alexandra Canfield 

Ruth Pogue 

Rebecca Forster 

Deborah Wood 

Marv Mcllvain 

Mary Elizabeth McGovern 

Sarah Greene 

Vickery Wanty 

Karen Booth 

Cynthia Ogden 

Pamela Grinnell 

Elisabeth Walker 

Susanne Frisselle 

Elizabeth Sargent 

Margaret Marsh 

Prudence Carter 

Sally Begg 


Technical Staff 

Director Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham 

Scenery Mrs. Dorothy Perloff, Prudence Carter, Judith Clough, Suzanne Geer, 

Karen Hibbs, Susan Lumb, Nancy Paine, Sandra Schmidt, Elisabeth Walker 

Stage Manager Jane Dickinson 

Sound Ann Hodgkinson 

Properties Louise Brooks 

Makeup Evelyn Clough, Charlotte Costello, Barbara Hall, Nancy Scannell 

Costumes Hooker-Howe Company, Haverhill, Massachusetts 

Special thanks for Scenery to Manuel Furtado 


Production by permission of Dramatists Play Service, Inc. 




Commencement Play 









Water Ballet 

First Row — Shearer, Costello, Stevens, P. Cornwall (Co-Chairman), Forster (Co- 
Chairman), Robinson, Lorman, McLoon. Second Row — Hockmeyer, Latham, 
Martin, Mcllvain, Badger, De. Wood, Hall. Third Roiv — Godley, Flammer, 
J. Greene, Schliebus, Boynton, E. Clough, Gates. 


FATHER-DAUGHTER WEEKEND 


The Senior Class of 1962 sponsored the annual Father-Daughter Weekend. The 
fathers of the girls arrived on campus about 12:00 to witness and feast at a cookout 
prepared by the daughters. To our amazement, we proved to be successful cooks. 
After lunch, the daughters and fathers participated in a softball game. The fathers 
obviously won. There seemed to be quite a few pros in the game. It was lots of fun, 
anyway. At 6:00 we all enjoyed a great dinner and afterwards attended the dance in 
the gym. We even managed to get a couple of the fathers to do the twist! Evidently 
a few had been practicing! Each of the classes put on an effective skit for the fathers. 
The weekend really turned out to be quite a success. 


S. S. 


EXETER DANCE 

On October 21, our first dance of the year was held at Phillips Exeter Academy. 
The dance was given by the Southern Club in the Art Gallery. We all departed on 
the bus early Saturday afternoon. Everyone enjoyed dinner and it seems that a 
certain senior even enjoyed a rather pleasing waiter! The “Peadquacs” and the 
“R. H. Negatives” produced great performances. The evening, ended all too soon! 

S. S. 

EXETER GLEE CLUB CONCERT 

The twentieth of January was the date of the Exeter Glee Club Concert and 
Dance which was held here at Rogers Hall. The concert began at 4: SO, and we were 
entertained by the two Glee Clubs and the band from Exeter. The decorations for the 
dance, which was held after dinner, centered around skiing and were very appropriate. 
The dance was a great success! 


S. S. 


NEW HAMPTON DANCE 

November eleventh was the date of the New Hampton Dance. We all departed 
Saturday morning on the long trip. There were football and soccer games which 
many enjoyed watching. After dinner, there was a successful dance in the gym, and 
entertainment was provided by the “R. H. Negatives” and the New Hampton sing- 
ing group. Everyone agreed that the day had been a most enjoyable one, and that 
the New England scenery had never been more beautiful. 


S. S. 


ANDOVER-ROGERS HALL CONCERT 


The Andover-Roaers Hall Concert and Dance was held on December 2. The 
concert began at 4:30 P.M. and both groups performed well. After the concert we 
were introduced to our dates (an interesting moment!). We all enjoyed Mrs. 
DeWolfe’s tasty dinner. After dinner, the dance began, and the R.H. Negatives made 
a great appearance. All in all — it was a very successful evening. 

S. S. 


THE SENIOR PROM WEEKEND 

The Senior Prom Weekend took place on Saturday, May 19 through the 20th. 
The dates arrived about 1:00 on Saturday afternoon and the couples enjoyed badmin- 
ton, tennis, or just strolling around the campus. A delicious dinner was served at 7:00. 
The dance in the dining room began at 8:00 with decorations to the theme of “Some 
Enchanted Evening.” The music was provided by Ken Reeves and proved to be 
a great success. The R.H. Negatives did a great job despite a few chuckles in between! 

Sunday morning everybody was treated to some delicious steaks at the cookout 
on the campus. The boys departed at 12:00 noon on Sunday. Everyone had a great 
weekend. 


S. S. 



Senior Prom 




Senior Prom 


CLASS DAY AWARDS - 1962 


CLUB CUPS 

Hockey 

Cae 

Volleyball 

Tie 

Basketball 

Cae 

Softball 

Cae 

Swimming 

Tie 

Badminton 

Kava 

Tennis 

Kava 


INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 

Badminton 

Barbara Knight 

Tennis Cup 

Lee Palmer 

Posture Cup 

Carolyn Warren 


R. H. AWARDS 

Given to those who have earned a total of 70 or more points in one year. Points are 
given for athletic ability, captains, managers, water ballet, posture, attitude and 
neatness. 


Cae 

Kava 

Prudence Carter 

Karen Booth 

Pamela Cornwall 

Marcia Burnham 

Joan Delaney 

Caroline Funk 

Gretchen Gates 

Martha Godley 

Barbara Hall 

Elizabeth Gregory 

Barbara Marsted 

Karen Hibbs 

Mary Mcllvain 

Barbara Knight 

Carolyn Warren 

Deborah Latham 

Judith Wilson 

Virginia Martin 
Lee Palmer 
Elizabeth Semple 


HONORARY R. H. AWARD 
Rebecca Forster 

NEATNESS AWARDS 

Hall Trudy Cantrell, Elizabeth Gregory, and Sandra Henderson 

House Karen Booth and Virginia Martin 

Ayer Martha Fassett 

CLUB SONGS 

ANNOUNCEMENT OF CLUB PRESIDENTS AND VICE PRESIDENTS 

FOR NEXT YEAR 

Cae Kava 

President Barbara Hall President Barbara Knight 

Vice President .... Judith Wilson Vice President .... Caroline Funk 


AWARDS AND HONORS - 1962 


Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 

Janet Morse 

Parsons Honor ~ General Course 

Susan Smith 


Honor Roll 

Judith Anderson 

SuSANNE FrISSELLE 
Marjorie Grinnell 
Anne Hockmeyer 
Barbara Hosmer 
Mary Elizabeth McGovern 


Average 85% or above 

Janet Morse 
Cynthia Ogden 
Anne Regnery 
Nancy Robinson 
Nancy Scannell 


Helen Hill Award — Karen Hibbs 
Athletic Cup — Mary McIlvain 
Art Prize — Sandra Schmidt 
Dramatics — Martha Mattson 
Honorable Mention 

Alexandra Canfield Pamela Grinnell 

Karen Booth Mary Elizabeth McGovern 


Music Appreciation — Sarah Greene 

Honorable Mention 

Cynthia Ogden 
Anne Regnery 
Linda Taft 
Deborah Wood 
Dorothy Wood 

Current Events 

Class — Karen Hansen Assembly — Judith Anderson 

Honorable Mention 

Karen Booth Anne Regnery 

Anne Hockmeyer Linda Taft 

Susan Lumb Deborah Wood 

Mary Elizabeth McGovern Dorothy Wood 

Katharine W. MacGay Literary Prize 

Senior — Ruth Pogue Undergraduate — Mary Elizabeth McGovern 


Pamela Cornwall 
Pamela Grinnell 
Ann Hodgkinson 
Melissa Klein 
Susan Marsh 
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Editorial 

In Thomton Wilder’s, Our Town, one of the main characters, “Emily 
Webb,” dies in childbirth and is then allowed to relive one day of her life. 
She chooses her birthday, and, in the course of this day, she discovers, too 
late, something that hardly any of us ever realize: that we never appreciate 
other people during life; that we never appreciate life itself, for that matter; 
and that we take both too much for granted. It almost seems as though one 
has to die before one’s fellow-man realizes the wonderful human gift he 
has lost. It seems, too, as though one has to be very close to dying oneself 
before realizing what a wonderful gift life itself really is; a gift that is, in 
many cases, never removed from the box in which it rests, but instead is 
simply lost in the blur of brightly-coloured wrapping paper, blindly torn 
from an incubator which turns into a coffin in the pull of a bow. 

People are like signs erected along the road of life, flashing SOS to 
one another, screaming silently, saying: “Look at me, mister— I’m a person, 
too!”— but the “mister” never looks, or when he does, the silent screamer’s 
lights have faded out and are no more. 

If only we would answer one another’s calls for help, perhaps we could 
all survive in this mysterious, but beautiful, sea of life— beautiful only if 
we help one another, and only if we appreciate other human beings and 
what they have to offer to life. After all, what is life if not a crowd of 
people trying to find the punch line to a marvelous joke? We could find that 
punch line, too, and we could make it the best and funniest punch line 
ever to the biggest joke in the world, if only we would all hold hands and 
look hard into each other's faces, searching for, and finding, the beauty and 
wonder that is the life-blood of the human being. Or, maybe, even if some- 
one would stand up and shout, “Everyone who believes in the life of the 
human race, please clap hands!” 
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Black and White 

Tongue of adder, 

Heart of Lamb, 

All these things and more I am 
Whenever I draw a breath. 

I love life, desire death; 

Young, yet withered, 

Old, untom, 

Wise enough of life to scorn. 
Warm optimist, 

Preserve; 

Merry-free with words and terse. 
I'm white; I’m black. 

A portion day, a portion night. 


Connie Tucker ’63 


Life Does Repeat Itself 


Tell me, is it the same? 

Are the thorny roses still tangled about the river bank 
Like men locked in a bloody death-struggle? 

And are the forget-me-nots still wandering 
aimlessly through the fields, 

Crushed pitilessly by the small flying feet 
Which once stepped lovingly over them? 

And on a rainy day, does the air still smother 
one with grass, earth and flower— 

As it did, once, long ago? 

And, tell me, are youthful dreams still caught 
woven in the river-glass 

Against an unfurrowed azure sky, black in the distance? 

And in that black distance, are those idylls 
still crushed ruthlessly by the life 
Which once so carefully nurtured them, 

And smothered by the choking, dust-filled blanket of fate— 
As were mine, once, long ago? 

Beth McGovern '63 


Conservation of Matter 

Life deteriorates into dust. 
Dust is trampled upon 
By Civilization. 

But these clouds of dust rise 
And then are swept away 
Into Eternity. 


Nancy Sgannell '63 


Henry James 


Hugh Walpole once said that Henry James was “a quite legendary figure, a sort of stuffed wax- 
work from whose mouth a stream of coloured sentences, like winding rolls of green and pink paper, 
are forever issuing.” 1 

This “legendary figure” of Irish and Scottish ancestry was bom in New York on April 15, 
1843. His father, Henry James, Sr., was a follower of Swedenborg and a remarkable writer on 
questions of theology. His elder brother, William James, was a distinguished philosopher and psy- 
chologist. It was once said by some of William’s students at Harvard that “William wrote psycho- 
logy like a novelist and Henry wrote novels like a psychologist.” * 

His father was a firm believer in culture and thought that this could be found more readily in 
Europe than in America. His sons thus received a European education. In 1862 Henry James 
entered Harvard Law School, although he had no serious intention of entering the legal profession. 

H is literary career began during the Civil War, which he would have entered had he not been 
prevented by a physical infirmity. The Story of a Year, his first short story, was based on an event 
in the war in which he was not allowed to take part. His early work shows the influence of Balzac, 
George Eliot, and Hawthorne. 

In 1874 he decided to make Europe, where he always felt more at home, his permanent home. 
He turned first to Paris, but in 1876 he settled in London for good. 

From 1890 until 1895, he worked on drama, a career which was very unsuccessful. He himself 
said, “I worked on scenes. I am not positively certain I arrived at acts.” 3 

In 1915, he became a British subject. This act aroused much discussion, but a New York Times’ 
article stated: “. . . a patriotic American, he was never more loyal to Americah traditions and prin- 
ciples than when he became a British subject.” 4 

He received the Order of Merit, the highest honor that England, through the King, can give 
distinguished men of letters, in 1916. Later that year, he died of a chronic disease. 5 

Roderick Hudson, written in 1874, was his first full-length novel. “The theme of this book is 
an American in foreign surroundings who finds himself unable to meet strange conditions.” 6 

His “First Fiction Period” lasted from 1875 until 1889 and included such novels as The Ameri- 
can, The Bostonians, and The Portrait of a Lady, which again has the theme of an American in 
England. “The lady of the story, Isabel Archer, is one of his most attractive heroines.” 7 Some ol 
the stories of this period are Daisy Millier, Washington Square, The Madonna of the Future, and A 
Passionate Pilgrim. The latter is about “an American’s feeling for his original ancestral home, to 
claim which he has come to England.” 8 

His “Second Fiction Period,” from 1890 until 1900, included the novels What Maisie Knew, 
The Tragic Muse, The Spoils of Poynton, and The Awkward Age. The Lesson of the Master, a story 
of this period, has an "art” interest theme. This theme is that “art, satisfied with nothing less than 
the best, demands everything of those who would follow it. James himself attempted to live up to 
this.” 9 

The Wings of the Dove and The Golden Boivl are in his “Third Fiction Period” which lasted 
from 1901 until 1911. 

His last writings, from 1913 to 1915, are stories of reminiscence. A Small Boy and Others, 
Notes of a Son and Brother, and the unfinished Middle Years were written during this period. 10 


"fames' chief concern was the impact of the older civilization of Europe upon American life.” 11 


He desired to know the meaning of European thought and tradition, how it differed from 
that of America, and what were the possible effects of one on the other. He found 
the difference in the two traditions to be a matter of age and experience. 

“James' interior life was very nearly his entire life. The theme of the dedicated life of the artist 

recurs in his work ;” 13 however, James’ stories often deal with melodramatic violence. Concerning 
The Turn of the Sere w, James said, “I meant to scare the whole world with that story .” 14 This 
might be either because he was unsure of himself, or because “the frustration which is dominant in 
James' work was partly sexual.” 15 But, if he had fought in the Civil War, his whole future attitude 
toward America might have been different. 

“His next concern was more exclusively an English stage. He analyzed the English character 
with extreme subtlety, verging at times on obscurity .” 1,1 

Thomas Hardy said that James “had a ponderously warm manner of saying nothing in infinite 
sentences.” 17 On the other hand, Gamaliel Bradford said in American Portraits : “. . . he lived and 
thought and felt to write great novels.” 18 

In only two long short stories did James ever achieve popularity or his nearest approach to it. 

One was Daisy Miller and the other The Turn of the Screw. Daisy Miller is the story of an 

American girl in Switzerland and Italy. At first the story was attacked viciously and was said to be 
a ‘libel’ on American womanhood. Today, Daisy is accepted as a delightful, harmless creature, a 
victim of social customs she does not understand. However, because Daisy, who is the most remem- 
bered of all James’ heroines, dies of Roman fever in ‘less than half a sentence, James was again severely 
criticized . 19 

These are four reasons given for James’ comparative unpopularity. One is his difficult style, 
another is his reticence, his seeming lack of sympathy with his characters is a third, and the last is 
his interest in trivialities. But if one looks more closely, he will see that the difficult style belonged 
only to later dictated works and to the earlier ones that he revised long after their original publica- 
tion. Reticence seems to be a sounder reason, however, for his unpopularity because “the reader must 
guess for himself, with little assurance, that he has guessed accurately.” His lack of sympathy is 
“more apparent than real.” James “shows his interest and devotion to his characters by a deep con- 
cern with their response to situation and environment.” James, himself, gives an answer as to 
whether he was overly interested in trifles. He said, “The subjects only seemed to be trivial to 
those who did not look under the surface” and “My subjects are not trivial to me .” 20 

Anstry and Alfred Sutro said that “if he took his time he always finally reached a point that 
was well worth waiting for .” 21 This statement is a fine tribute to a truly great master. 

Judy Anderson *64 

1. S. Nowell-Smith, The Legend of the Master, p. xxi. 

2. Authors Today and Yesterday, S. J. Kunitz, p. 351. 

3. S. Nowell-Smith, op. cit. p. xv. 

4. Authors Today and Yesterday, op. cit. p. 353. 

5. Ibid., pp. 352-4. 

6. Ibid ., p. 354. 

7. Ibid., p. 354. 

8. Ibid., p. 354. 

9. Ibid., p. 354. 

10. S. Nowell-Smith, op. cit., pp. xv-ii. 

11. The Oxford Companion to English Literature, Paul Harvey, Ed., p. 406. 
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13. Ibid., p. 9. 
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18. Authors Today and Yesterday, op. cit., p. 357. 

19. Ibid., p. 356. 

20. Ibid., pp. 356-7. 

21. S. Nowell-Smith, op. cit., p. xxii. 


My Hands 


The blood of life runs through my hands 
Which may in trouble soothe, 

In longing search, 

In anger strike, 

With gendeness caress. 

And in these hands I hold 
Another's hands, 

The book to learn, 

A pen to write, 

The brush to paint. 

My deeds are in my hands revealed; 
Roughness of toil, 

Softness of love, 

Lines of grief, 

Mirror of my joys. 

These hands are clasped 
In friendship deep, 

In loving trust, 

In understanding, 

And in deep prayer. 

My hands are symbols 
Of my own heart, 

My deepest thoughts, 

My hope for peace, 

My love of God. 


Connie Tucker '63 



Life Is A Stage 

Standing here upon this stage 
A fear engulfs my soul. 

Will the curtain fall on me 
Before I meet my destiny? 

Will my life as a stageman’s be 
Constantly waiting and out of sight 
In the wings where no other is 
To notice me or mv lonely plight? 

Or in the audience will I be found, 

Preoccupied with all that surrounds 

And only in the end, too late, discover 

That the play has ended and there is no other? 

Nancy Scannell ’63 


The Regional Significance of Robert Frost 

Robert Frost has, indeed, left his mark upon American literature. He 
has obtained universal as well as regional significance through his simple 
hut meaningful poems. Robert Frost did not write simply about nature, but 
he used nature as a means of exploring the mysterious ways of life and of 
finding the answers to the eternal questions of man. 

In writing about New England, Robert Frost’s attitude differed greatly 
from other writers. When T. S. Eliot and Henry James returned to New 
England from England, they discovered that a drastic change had taken 
place. Around the 1860’s twelve million acres of land was being farmed. 
Fifty years later only seven million acres of land was being farmed, and yet 
the population had doubled. Thus, New England had been a victim of the 
Industrial Revolution. Eliot and James saw only the w^ste of land and the 
termination of a once-thriving tradition. However, when (Robert Frost 
returned from England and discovered this vast change, he adopted a 
completely different attitude. He wrote about New England in a hopeful 
fashion. In his poetry, Frost recognized the change but, contrary to Eliot 
and James, he did not view New England as a complete loss. Frost believed 
that a quality of wisdom and vitality remained which were strong enough 
to transcend the changed environment. One of Frost’s latest poems, “Direc- 
tive,” illustrates his attitude toward New England. He is aware of the 
disorderly state of affairs, but he believes that the new order, if sought 
after, can be found. 

If New England does succeed in achieving a new Renaissance, if 
once again genuine economic prosperity is ours, it will, in no small 
measure, be due to Robert Frost, whose faith in the enduring values of 
New England gave New England the courage to believe in itself. 

Anne Hockmeyer '63 


Ode To Fall 


If I lived in a part of this world 
Where only one season came, 

And I had my choice of the seasons, 

It would be fall I'd name. 

I’d choose fall because it tarries 
Just for the briefest while, 

Though hardly a soul can ever forget 
Its russet Indian summer smile. 

Fall is a dark-eyed, laughing coquette, 

Whose golden hair dances with fire, 

Whose dazzling orange dress whirls as she spins 
Whose heart leaps with desire. 

Fall is a chant in harmonious chords, 
Melodiously mesmerizing 
The falling leaves in a mad whirling chase 
Enchanting, hypnotizing. 

If I had lived in a part of this world, 

Where only one season came, 

What other than fall could I name? 

And if I had my choice of the seasons, 

What other than fall could I name. 


Connie Tucker '63 











Destiny 

Silent footsteps across the* moors— 

Engulfed by the purple grass which lures 
Them to primeval journeys among things unknown 
Into the sea only to be 

Washed back upon the shore, dead and forgotten— 

Silent footsteps filled with a wanderlust 

To fly beyond the moving dust 

Into the silver path of eternity’s moon. 

And, now, upon the dune 

Only the hand of time can be seen 

Sweeping away the pieces of a broken dream. 

Beth McGovern '63 


Cinderella 

Once upon a time, there was a poor little girl named Cinderella. She 
wasn’t exactly poor, but rather had to settle for black and white television 
instead of color television, hi-fi instead of stereo, and a mere sports car in 
place of a Cadillac. She lived with her stepmother and cruel stepsisters, 
Lucy and Pearl. She was made to do all the housework; everything from 
riding the electric vacuum cleaner to serving as maid when Lucy and 
Pearl had Joe in* for a visit. (Joe was the only boyfriend between them.) 

Suddenly, there came news of a formal dance in honor of the new 
Scottish Duke. Lucy and Pearl decided to go and latch on to another male. 
Then there wouldn’t be any fighting over Joe. They, of course, didn’t tell 
Cinderella until they were leaving. Then she panicked. She had already 
worn her pink, yellow, and violet gowns, and there wasn’t time to buy a 
new one. Her car also was out of gas. She sat on the front steps and cried. 
Taking her by surprise, her godmother appeared. Normally, godmothers 
come by appointment but this was special. The godmother gave her gas 
for the car and supplied her with a blue gown. Oh— how happy she was! 

While all this was happening, the Duke himself was having troubles. 
He hated the idea of the formal, so he tucked a Latin book away in hopes 
of reading a few chapters. However, when he saw Cinderella, he was taken 
by her beauty and grace. He danced every dance with her, but, because the 
music was too loud, he couldn’t get her name. 

At midnight, when the clock started to bong, Cinderella rushed out, 
dropping the keys to her car. Her gown disappeared, leaving her in the 
madras shorts and blouse which she had been wearing when her godmother 
had appeared. 

Soon after, it was announced that the Duke was searching for the 
girl whose car belonged to the kevs and that the owner would be the girl 
whom the Duke would marry. 

When the Duke came to Cinderella’s house, both Lucv and Pearl tried 

✓ 

frantically to jam the keys into their cars. But, of course, they wouldn't fit. 
As soon as the Duke heard of Cinderella’s car, he persisted in trying the 
key and found that the key slipped in perfectly. And so, Cinderella and the 
Duke were married and lived happily ever after. 


Pam Reader ’65 



Flight of Love 

She passes through the darkness of the night, 

And sweeps across the shadows towards my door. 
She pauses not, nor falters in her flight 
Across the moonlit skies which fools adore. 

She moves o’er silent stream and birdless trees; 

She bends and kisses every tiny star. 

Of passion that unknown to mortals be 
She lifts her head and sings to distant Mars. 

Oh, goddess Venus, speed thou on to me; 

Give me of thine eternal love so sweet. 

Please break these chains that hind and set me free 
When in the course of life we two shall meet. 

Oh! Bitter, selfish Venus full of hate, 

Why do you give me love but not a mate? 


Connie Tucker '63 
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Lord of the Flies 


Lord of the Flies , a novel by William Golding, is rapidly overtaking J. 
D. Salinger’s The Catcher in the Rye in campus popularity. The book’s 
attempt to answer questions concerning the relationship of individual man 
to individual man is catching students’ attention everywhere— perhaps 
because young people are impatient with easy answers. 

It is essentially a metaphysical novel, which has been interpreted in 
terms of “original sin,” as an allegory of the human condition, and as an 
allegory of English political history. To quote the author’s own intention, 
“the theme is an attempt to trace the defects of human nature.” 

The small boy with the birthmark can, thus, symbolize “original sin,” 
that is, the sin of Adam and Eve with which all of us are born. The little 
boy’s disappearance during the fire on the mountainside can also be 
interpreted as the disappearance of “original sin” at the time of baptism. 
The boys are given a “baptism of fire,” which removes the “original sin,” 
and leaves them cleansed. All sins from that time on are thus of their own 
volition. 

In the interpretation of the book as an allegory of the human con- 
dition, Ralph, Jack, and Piggy, the boy-leaders in this isolated community, 
represent different aspects of human society. Ralph represents legalism, 
with his insistence on parliamentary order and the division of labor. Piggy 
represents intellectualism; his eyeglasses can be regarded as the tools of 
intellect, which are used by society for survival, but which are also abused. 
Legalism and materialism are in constant conflict until the latter con- 
quers the former. The conflict is followed by an outbreak of savagery and 
the loss of order. In the end, Ralph weeps for the loss of his innocence 
because he has learned that the shape of society depends on the ethical 
nature of the individual and not on any political system. 

As an allegory of English political history, Golding’s book is trying to 
warn England that dependence on legalism cannot solve ethical problems. 
It is warning the English people that they may be forced to find a new 
basis for civilization or face destruction. By the symbolism of the rescue of 
the boys from the island by a cruiser, the author might also be saying that 
England may have to be rescued bv an external force. 

As harsh as Golding’s view of mankind is, he seems to be saying, or 
wishing, that there is something inside man which cannot be pinned down 
by the senses. Golding views the relationship of individual to individual as 
a forge in which all change, all value, all life is beaten into a good or bad 
shape. He is pointing out that man has a potential for good and for evil, 
and that man will be overcome by his own evil nature if his natural 
impulses hold sway. His view of the nature of man, thus, is in sharp con- 
trast with the view that man is essentially good, which dominated so much 
of the English literature of the nineteenth century. 


Dottie Wood ’63 


“Come Ye As Little Children” 


In one corner of the dimly-lighted room sat an old woman. The desk 
upon which she wrote creaked with every ounce of pressure she applied, 
and the three legs which supported the desk were on the verge of crumb- 
ling. The woman’s back ached as she struggled to sit up on the crude 
three-legged stool, but she continued writing. In another comer of the cold, 
sparsely-decorated room stood a bed in the mere sense of the word. Broken, 
rusty springs sagged under the ragged worn mattress, while four decrepit 
bed posts exerted their last effort to support the bed. The primitive stool, 
the aged desk, and the broken down bed w'ere the only furnishings this 
small room contained. 

It was in this room that Mrs. 1 Iorte had spent the last twenty years of 
her life. Although a petite woman, she was most attractive. Her snow' white 
hair and soft, blue eyes presented an appealing contrast. Immaculate in her 
attire, she kept house in the same manner. Day after day, night after night, 
she remained in this room opening the door only to bring in the daily 
provisions left by the milkman or grocery boy. Mrs. Horte had endured this 
monotonous life ever since that fateful day when her daughter had left home 
never to return again, but Mrs. Horte had fulfilled a promise made to herself 
after realizing her daughter’s intentions. She had not tasted a drop of alcohol 
for twenty years! 

Many times Mrs. Horte had written to her daughter and begged her 
forgiveness, but never was she able to summon enough courage to mail 
the letters, nor was she ever sure of her daughter’s address. Now 7 , on this 
lonely Christmas Eve, she started another letter. 

On the other side of the city, in a fashionable home situated in an 
exclusive residential section, a voting vivacious family w'as busy wrapping 
presents on this cold, snowy Christmas Eve. Mrs. Turner’s face portrayed a 
w 7 armth, happiness and radiance unknown to her for almost twenty years. 
Tomorrow 7 she was finally to sec her mother after what had been years 
of endless searching. Her Christmas present had been a telegram from the 
Bums Detective Agency with ten words on it: 

FOUND YOUR MOTHER STOP 13 BACK ALLEY 
STOP APARTMENT 1313 STOP GOOD LUCK 
STOP. 

Early Christmas morning, Mrs. Turner hesitated at the door of apart- 
ment 1313, the last obstacle w'hich kept her from her mother. After a 
moment, she gently turned the handle and quietly entered. It was in that 
desolate room that Mrs. Turner found her mother’s body. It lay on the bed 
and the face was buried in the small arms. 


Anne Hockmeyer ’63 



Reincarnation 

The rain came. 

The wind blew. 

The leaves fell. 

Life had died. 

The snowflakes came. 

Trees were bare. 

The ground was white. 
Life was covered. 

The buds came. 

Birds flew back. 

The grass appeared. 

Life is here. 


Nancy Paine '63 


Our Day 

The curtains fly open, 

Rays stream through. 

In romp the children, 

To greet morn anew. 

Scrambled eggs, 

Vitamin pills, 

Freshly-washed faces, 

School-day ills. 

Dad’s home for lunch; 

The coffee brews its bubbles. 

The house is only half-way cleaned, 

But Mum’s forgot her troubles. 

Eat and run, 

Sign the checks; 

Read, the mail, 

All on deck. 

Twilight beams soon approach, 

Weary faces bid good-night, 

Loving parents view their world 
At last, a quiet, peaceful sight. 

Draw the blinds, 

Dim the lights, 

Let out the dogs, 

It is night. 

Pam Grinnell ’63 


Do Not Open Until Christmas 

Thomas Webster protruded his flushed, yet tired, face outside the door 
of the Spider Bar, located some place on 49th Street. He seemed to hesitate 
for a moment, debating whether he would venture back into the wretched 
world of truth and reality or remain in the refuge of alcoholism for a few 
more rounds. Finally, hanging his head in disgust, he staggered out the 
door onto the snow-shoveled sidewalk. 

As he walked out the door, the cold winds rushed at him as they always 
did when he proceeded between his two different worlds. They seemed to 
bite at him, torment him, torture him, and eat away at his conscience, in 
return for trying to find some means of fortification. Today, this fact 
bothered him more than usual, but these encounters were not new to him. 
He stumbled onward, mumbling something about the cruelty of the world. 


This night was of no significance to Tom Webster, but to the rest of 
the world, it was Christmas Eve. All Tom realized was that he was bcin2 
pushed and shoved- around by the last minute shoppers, who were in a hurry 
to get home and celebrate together. The lighted stores and smiling faces 
meant nothing to him, for all the world seemed black. The joyous ringing of 
carols was not beautiful to him. They filled his cars with horrible sounds, 
unkind sounds— sounds that constantly reminded him that this was Christ- 
mas, a season to be shared— but he had nothing or no one. During the rest of 
the year, this solitary condition did not overwhelm his character, but now- 
how could he help not being conscious of what he lacked? He was alone, 
friendless and loveless. 

“What am I?”, he wondered as he staggered down the crowded street. 
"What do I have to give this year? What Christmas spirit should I have? I 
have nothing, absolutely nothing!" 

By this time, there were tears streaming down his fat, red checks. He 
was all sadness as he turned dow n the nearest alley, looking for a place to 
hide from the world. He approached and sat on an empty crate labeled. 
“DO NOT OPEN TIE CHRISTMAS.” He sat there and cried. He had 
not intended to let his feelings drag him down, but they had. He needed 
someone or something now, more than ever. 

For more than an hour, he crouched there. All this time thoughts of 
the past ran through his mind, but his reminiscing was halted by the sound 
of screeching brakes from a car on the next street. Again he cried. It was a 
pitiful scene. 

After another period of tears and sobs, this distraught man started to 
walk toward the opposite end of the alley. As he ventured forth, he eyed a 
bright red scarf from behind another “Do Not Open” crate. Elaving nothing 
more to do, he went to pick up the abandoned scarf. As he locked behind 
the crate, he saw' not only the scarf but also the wearer, a small boy of about 
five or six years, sleeping on a pile of hay. Thit sight puzzled the old man. 
Why was this little boy here . . . alone? 

As he stooped down to investigate, the small boy moved and stirred 
from his dreamland. The old man smiled at the little boy, alone in the 
world. The small boy sat up and smiled back at the old man. Tom asked the 
boy why he was there, alone in the alley, secluded from the world. The boy 
replied that he had no family and that he was scared. The old man opened 
his arms and received this small, helpless child. 

It W'as Christmas Day. The sun shone brightly on the new fallen snow. 
The whole world was silent, yet happy. Everyone was home celebrating this 
happy season. But those who weren’t, might have observed, if they were 
walking about this towrn, an old man and a boy, walking hand in hand 
toward the tall, opened church. 

Yes, it was Christmas Day, and the Christmas Spirit had opened 
another crusty exterior and shown one hardened soul man’s need for his 
fellow man. 


Louise Brooks ’64 


Dual Heritage 


Ella May's kinky black braids swung back and forth as she walked 
down the road. It was so very hot, as the sun beat down and the red dust 
rose in the clouds which settled in the dampness of Elbe's pink gingham. 
The burning sun drained the color from the surroundings until it all blended 
into a sameness of pale pink. 

With an eight-year-old’s stubbornness, Elbe kicked at the dust and 
turned things over in her mind. “She ain't gonna make me do dat. It jes 
ain’t fair. She thinks she kin sen me a zookin whenever she wanna but she 
cain’t. I earned de money mysef an I gonna go see dat circus. Missus 
Thompson think I goin min dem babies whenever she as me ta, but not dis 
time. Why she do dat when she know I wann? go!” 

“Ella May, Ella May, you stop dat walkin. Whar ya think you goin?" 

“I goin to de circus, Ma. I got ma oun ticket money an evethin.” 

“Elbe, Honey, you come ova an sit a side yo ma. She gotta tell ya 
sompin.” 

The two stopped beneath a scrawny pine just off the road. It offered 
little enough protection from the sun, but it was welcomed by the weary 
pair. 

“I bin walkin haf de monin, tryin to ketch ya. Now you listen ta me fo 
a while. Mis Thomsin know you wanna go dat circus but she tryin ta hep 
ya. Ya see, honey, de won’t let ya go in dat tent.” 

“But, Ma, I got de money. I wana 
see de beautiful ladies an de perdy 
ponies.” 

“Dat money don do no good fo 
you. We black. De don wan us dere. 
You ole enof ta know dat. De Lord 
give us a special burden when He 
make us black, and we gotta do de bes 
we cain. Dat circus fo de wite chillun 
ony, but Mis Thomsin din wan ya to 
know.” 

“Deh, Deh, chill, don cry. Baby, 
you be all rite. Remember, Honey, 
Heaven is gonna be for us blacks, too. 
Jus ask Mis Thomsin, she’d be the foist 

to tell va.” 
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Dottie Wood '63 
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Futility 

A rock: a monument to futility — 

Once a part of, and soon 
To he a part of the ever-shifting 
Sands it stands upon. 

Beaten, battered by the 
Brazen white-capped waves. 

Blasted by the sand and wind; 

Worn by ceaseless centuries— 

It stands, unable to move 
From its destiny. 

It can only wear away. 

A wave, horn of the ocean’s heart. 
Flings its way forward. 

Rolling, churning, moving ever faster, 
It turns, leaps, and lands 
In triumphant glory on the 
Long-sought-after shore; hut 
Then it sighs, turns away, 

And slides hack to the sea forever, 
Leaving no proof of its existence, 

Save for a ripple on the sands. 

Connie Tucker ’63 


On Reading Agee 

On reading James Agee’s A Death in the Family, I was brought closer 
to the reality of death than I had ever before been. This is the story of the 
death of “Jav Follett,” the father of two small children and of the reactions 
of his wife, of his son and daughter, and of other people, to his death. It is 
also the story of death itself and the effect it has on both the living and 
the dead. 

This story affected me very deeply. I had been introduced to the 
wonderful person of Jay Follett through the eyes and words of a young 
six-year-old; to the goodness, kindness, and nobility which marked his 
character; to his love and understanding of life and people; to his gentle 
humor; to the certain tinge of sorrow which touches all great people. 
Then, suddenly and unexpectedly, like a single clap of thunder tearing a 
blue-skied day apart, Jay was killed in an automobile crash, and I was 
faced and numbed by his death with as much reality as was his wife. 1 
shall never forget the sick, nameless hurt that climbed up through my 
body nor the frozen darkness in which I found myself as I realized that 
Jay was dead, and that he would never, never come back again to lie in the 
grass with his wife and son; to look at the stars; nor to hold his life- 
bewildered daughter in his reassuring arms; nor to speed down dusty roads 
in a hot, battered Ford; nor to feel the wind or the rain on his face, nor to 
feel love or hate ever again. Never— no matter how much his family wanted 
and longed for him. 


Beth McGovern '63 


Impression of a Summer Evening 

When rapidly rising red the August moon 
Began its trek across the shifting dune, 

We shunned the ever-foaming sands 
To walk the tunnel road beneath the stars. 

And as we ambled, bristling ghostly hands 
Of darkness groped to touch infrequent cars. 

Celestial worlds afar had rent the shield 
Of darkness with their blazing swords. 

It wheeled 

About, and countermarched with mists 
Which put the infernos out, but yet did not. 

The leader moon with many mailed fists 
Rose forth to shadow the heavenly lot. 

But darkness, nearly pierced by every blow, 

Endured the grief, until her dearest foe 
Arrived to joust. The flaming light, 

Which sired our world and saw it newly bom, 
Vanquished the ne’er victorious realm of night 
And brought a time of reckoning: the Mom. 

Connie Tucker ’63 


Nathaniel Hawthorne’s Negative Attitude 
Toward Puritanism 

Nathaniel Hawthorne’s The Scarlet Letter not only concerns the life 
of an adultress but also the ways of Puritanism and how it affected the 
society of the middle 1600’s. Separating from the Church of England, the 
Puritans wanted to establish the purist form of worship. In society, Puri- 
tanism existed as the law as well as the religion. Puritanism denied emotion, 
feeling, imagination, or the existence of a heart. The Puritan women lacked 
femininity and beauty and w’ere closely associated with the Puritan men. 1 
In The Scarlet Letter, Nathaniel Hawthorne illustrates his negative attitude 
toward Puritanism through the imagery, setting and characters. 

There are three patterns of imagery prevalent in The Scarlet Letter. 
The first is a contract between flexible and rigid objects. The rigidity of 
Puritanism is portrayed through the letter A. When Hester first wore the 
A, it appeared as straight, inflexible, prominent lines. Gradually the letter 
seemed to acquire a golden, hazy circle around it. 2 The scaffold, upon which 
Hester was compelled to stand was made of wood and iron, and its rigid 
structure w as characteristic of the Puritan severity. 3 The town-beadle, who 
escorted Hester out of the prison with his rough mannerisms and his rigid 
sword and staff also represented the Puritanic harshness . 1 

The second pattern of imagery consists of darkness and lightness. The 
Puritans were always clothed in dark, somber costumes. The only 
people who wore gaily-colored clothing to official functions were the 
men still belonging to the Church of England. 5 Hester and Dimmesdale, 
while under the strong influence of Puritanism, resembled two brown leaves 
of early winter; however, after they met in the forest and resolved to forgive 
one another and escape from the grasp of Puritanism, each blossomed with 
a new radiance and the vitality of early spring leaves. 8 


The third pattern of imagery involves flowers and weeds. The Puritan 
culture is associated with unsightly vegetation and the weeds which 
surrounded the prison and covered the graveyard . 7 

In describing a Puritan town, Nathaniel Hawthorne pointed out that 
the first structures built were a prison and a graveyard. Not only were these 
structures morbid and gloomy, hut they were also characteristic of the 
rigidity of Puritan architecture. The prison doors were supported by iron 
hinges and the church steeples were straight and upright. The people of 
this society were morally and physically coarse. The women lacked femin- 
inity and were boisterous, hard and masculine . 8 Hester regained her beauty 
and feminine qualities only when she threw olf the yoke of Puritanism. 
However, she was plagued by the Puritan denial of the feminine and 
wished to change the women's place in the Puritan society. 

Nathaniel Hawthorne used Dimmesdale, Hester, and Chillingworth 
to illustrate the effect- of Puritanism upon the individual. Dimmesdale was 
afraid to confess his sin because of his Puritan intolerance toward mankind, 
but he felt so guilty that he was compelled to fast and whip himself as a 
form of penance . 9 

Dimmesdale was almost incapable of forgiving, hut, due to Hester’s 
womanly powers, he relented and forgave her. In the end, he summoned 
all his courage and confessed his burdensome sin, thus freeing himself 
from Puritanism. He did not live to enjoy his freedom, however, for he died 
after his confession. 

Hester was sentenced by the Puritan Law to display her sin to the 
world throughout her life. While she lived a life of isolation, except for 
her daughter, she transcended Puritanism. Hester not only became a free 
thinker, but also she opposed the Puritan denial of forgiveness, emotion, 
and imagination. As her life progressed, the meaning of the A changed 
from Adultery to Able and finally to Angelic . 10 She regained her femininity, 
and when she returned to Boston in later years, she was able to become a 
valuable woman in the community. 

Chillingworth was a product of Puritanism from the beginning to the 
end of the story. He followed Puritan beliefs and was not capable of 
forgiveness. Chillingworth felt that his revenge was his duty. He even 
believed that he was predestined to seek penitence from the man who had 
wronged both him and his wife. Thus, it was a belief of the Puritan 
theology which influenced hira to his extreme behavior. 

Hester was guilty of adultery, Dimmesdale was guilty of cowardice, but 
Chillingworth was guilty of the worst crime of all, hardness of heart. The 
latter, in Hawthorne’s view, stemmed from his Puritanism. 

Anne Hockmeyer ’63 

1. J. Gehlmann, M. R. Bowman, Adventures in American Literature, pp. 436-441. 

2. N. Hawthorne, The 'Scarlet Letter, p. 167. 

3. Ibid., p. 56. 

4. Ibid., p. 52. 

5» Ibid., pp. 82-3. 

6. Ibid., pp. 213-4. 

7. Ibid., p. 48. 

8. Ibid., p. 48. 

9. Ibid., p. 150. 

10. Ibid., p. 276. 


Silent Walk 


Silently it crept 
Nearer and nearer it came 
Surrounded by misty gloom 
Only to show its name. 

Saddening the hearts of many, 
It was more than just a game 
Silendy approaching 
Only to show its name. 

Blacker than the darkest night, 
Suddenly it came. 

Silently it captured 
Only to show its name. 

Finally winning in the end 
Never being the same 
Silently it came and went 
Death had shown its name 



Bubble 


The leaf falls 

With the agonizing cry 

Of Lucifer’s defeat. 

It looks up 

To its one-time heaven, 

And with slow decaying action 
Is lost forever. 

Connie Tucker '63 


The Fall 

A breath of air, 

A delicate ball, 

A transparent object, 
Mirroring all. 

Gently it floats, 

Pushed by the wind. 
Slowly it falls, 

And comes to its end. 


Connie Tucker '63 


“Nafasi Ya Marafiki” 


As I looked around at the faces of 
the campers, precariously balanced on 
knotted logs encircling the remains of 
a once brightly burning campfire, a 
kaleidoscope of events of the past sum- 
mer passed before my mind. Once 
again I could hear reveille coming over 
the loud speaker at 7:15 each morning. 
I could see the sun already risen over 
the peaks of nearby mountains and 
shimmering on the mirror-like surface 
of the lake. I could feel the cold gusts 
of air, which the hot sun had not yet 
had a chance to warm, carrying along 
with them the smells of pine and the 
odor of breakfast being cooked. 

In a phantasmagorical manner, certain of the hazy events suddenly 
became sharp and clear. I remembered the hard climb, four and one-half 
miles up the steep and rocky mountain on a hot day in the middle of 
summer. But once I had seen the panoramic view of mountains and lakes, 
pine forests and trout streams from the summit, the difficult hike was 
forgotten. 

I remembered our sailing trip across the lake on a windy, but warm, 
morning, the six white sails making a beautiful picture with the blue lake 
and green mountains as a background. 

I remembered the swimming area on the waterfront, which was always 
busy. I could see and hear the little children splashing in the shallow area 
while the more advanced were practicing swan dives off the rafts. I could 
see the variety of brightly-colored bathing suits, a sharp contrast to the pure 
whiteness of the sand on the beach. 

As one of the glowing embers fell off the top of the fire and sent a 
shower of sparks flying through the chill night air, my mind was brought 
back. The stars were just beginning to come out, and the full moon was 
hidden behind a cloud. The lake was dark and quiet. The only sound that 
could be heard was that of the ripples lapping at the shore. Suddenly, the 
cloud moved away, and the full moon shed some light onto the beach. 

Perhaps it was just my imagination, but now all the moonbeams 
seemed to focus on a sign nailed to one of the birch trees that bordered 
that end of the beach. The sign had been nailed there at the beginning of 
the summer by a Negro, a visiting student minister from Tanganyika, 
Africa. There were only three words in Swahili painted on that sign— 
“Nafasi ya Marafiki”— yet those three words summed up all my feelings, for 
I knew that, translated into English, they meant “A Place of Friends.” 

Judy Anderson, '64 



Thomas Hardy 


Thomas Hardy was bom at Higher Bockhampton, in Dorset, England, 
in 1840. He was an extremely sensitive child, for some music moved him to 
tears; He had a lack of social ambition which characterized him throughout 
his life. At the age of fifteen, young Thomas taught a Sunday School class 
in which there was a dairymaid four years his senior. She later became his 
model for Marian, in Tess of the D’Urbervilles . 1 

Because his father was an architect, Hardy agreed to follow the same 
profession. He found, however, that the profession did not suit him, and he 
turned to his natural talent, writing. So interested was he in his writing, 
that he moved to London because he thought he should have “headquarters” 
there. He realized afterward, however, that his love of the country was so 
strong that the city practically ruined his writing. 2 

Hardy believed that the key to art lies in knowing how exceptional or 
non-exceptional events should be made. Before his death, in 1928, Hardy’s 
popularity had grown so that he was welcome anywhere. 3 

Thomas Hardy’s major works have been divided into three main groups. 
One division consists of novels of character and environment. Examples of 
these novels are Tess of the D’Urbervilles and The Mayor of Casterbridge. 
A second division is made up of romances and fantasies. Examples are A 
Pair of Blue Eyes and Two on a Tower. Novels of ingenuity constitute the 
third division. Des-perate Remedies and The Hand of Ethelberta are two 
novels of this type. 4 

Other of Hardy’s works are the following novels: Jude the Obscure; 
Return of the Native; and Far from the Madding Crowd. His major poems 
include “The Dynasts;” “Time’s Laughing-Stocks;” “‘Satires of Circum- 
stance;” and “Wessex Poems.” 5 

Impressions of the past were strong with Hardy. Throughout his 
writing, there are traces of primitive ideas and superstitions. He was not a 
great short-story writer, for, too often, his short stories are trivial and have a 
bitter tone. It has been said that they do not leave room for sufficient com- 
ment on the “human quandary.” 6 

Thomas Hardy believed that “knowledge is sorrow” and that the closer 
man lives to nature in ignorance, the happier he is likely to be. However, 
he tended to stress those aspects of the natural world that are hostile to 
man. To him, man is a “plaything in the grip of vast forces .” 7 


Hardy’s dominant theme is the struggle of the individual against the 
great power which moves the universe. Swinburne, in his upbraiding of the 
gods, was a direct influence upon Hardy’s thinking. Hardy placed emphasis 
upon the faults of human character, and he seemed to believe that the 
supreme Force of the universe used those faults to bring destruction to 
humans. This fact is illustrated by such novels as The Mayor of Casterbridge 
and The Return of the Native, in which weaknesses of character are directly 
responsible for blows of fate. However, in his later novels, Tess of the 
D'Urbervilles and Jude the Obscure, destiny strikes the innocent and the 
guilty alike. Hardy had come to view both man and nature as “fellow- 
sufferers from the cosmic imbecility .” 1 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 

In my opinion, Thomas Hardy’s main influence in English literature is 
one based upon his interpretation of Darwinism. As Darwin had believed 

that those creatures who are the most “fit” will survive , 9 so did Hardv 

/ 

follow and extend this theory. Another influence upon Hardy is, I think, 
found in the beliefs of Swinburne. His influence upon Hardy may be seen 
in Hardy’s characterizing chance as an evil force that destroys man. 

Hardy’s background certainly appears to.be of some significance in his 
writing. As a child, he lived in the country and grew to love it. This love 
for rural areas is quite clearly shown in the rustic characters who appear in 
many of his novels. Hardy’s preoccupation with structure is definitely due 
to the fact that his father was an architect and that he, too, had trained to be 
one. 


Perhaps one of the most significant ways in which Hardy influenced 
English literature is his candid treatment of topics such as sexual relation- 
ships aqd social discrimination. Such subjects were not openly discussed 
before the time Hardy wrote about them. Thomas Hardy was responsible 
for making the people accept such topics and, thus, directly influenced the 
course of English literature. 

Sosanne Frisselle '64 


1. Florence E. Hardy, The Early Life of Thomas Hardy, pp. 3-20. 

2. Ibid., p. 114, p. 193. 

3. Florence E. Hardy, The Later Years of Thomas Hardy, p. 16, p. 266. 

4. The Oxford Companion to English Literature Slir Paul Harvey. Ed., p. -353. 

5. World Book Encyclopedia, Volume 8, p. 3278. 

6. A Literary History of England, Albert Baugh, Ed., pp. 1465-7. 

7. Ibid., p. 1465. 

8. Ibid., pp. 1467-70. 

9. Encyclopedia Americana, Volume 8, p. 487. 


Tahiti 


I’ll always remember the lure of her voice, 

The splendor of valleys so sweet. 

The promise I made to her when I left, 

The vow that again we w ould meet. 

The sense of paradise soon dies away, 

The quaintness of wandering shores. 

The glow’ of her silver white sands goes, too, 
For time and memory hold her no more. 

I say farewell to her once again, 

My love I had not in shame. 

For keeping her from the rest of the world, 
Would alwavs have been in vain. 

And now all her charms have been driven away, 
The lure of her voice is no more. 

Her beauty is severed by the sun’s beating rays, 
And strangers now dwell on her shores 


Prue Carter '65 






Disillusionment 


The golden moon— an eye on black velvet. 

Two lovers clasped hands in the brightened sky. 

In the gleaming light, the two hands were one, 

And the trees stood still. 

The powdery moon— dust on a blackboard. 

Two strangers lag in the leaden shadows. 

In the dingy light, there are two hands once more, 

And the moon has gone. 

Connie Tucker '63 


A Child’s World of Escape 

There is a world of festivity close to us all, but an atmosphere different 
from any that we know conceals it from us. This is the place where a child’s 
most spirited dreams come to life. 

Animals, squealing and squeaking when suddenly jolted, intensify the 
bewilderment in this land of children. Elephants' trunks are tangled with 
the necks of giraffes; cats’ tails are mingled with the legs of dolls. Yet, 
everyone is happy, regardless of the chaos and bedlam. 

Smells of various articles confront one at once when one enters this 
small, compact domain. In this wonderland there are perfumes and candy, 
and maybe, there are even the remains of last night’s snack. 

During the night, when “our world” is asleep, “their world” comes 
alive. Varied sounds are heard as the animals journey among themselves. 
Life has begun in the magic of nighttime. But, soon again, the realms of 
awakeness are upon “us,” and “they” must return to their inanimate state. 

flow many times, as a child, have I hidden from reality in this sphere 
of security! Yes, a child's escape is so often found here among his favorite 
possessions. Many problems and sorrows are related through sobs and 
tears to these animals who are always understanding. They never utter a 
word of reproach; there is just the look of thankfulness and love for their 
master, who so skillfully has hidden them under his bed and protected them 
from the world of reality. 


Nancy Robinson '64 



Dreaming 

Longing for something, somehow, somewhere 
Longing not to be here, but there. 

Wanting things otherwise not as they are, 

Dreaming of land and places afar. 

Longing and hoping and wishing in vain 
To be completely removed from sorrow and pain, 
Seeking the truth but evading it still, 

Wanting love hut not giving of our hearts’ fill. 

Avoiding today, thinking more of tomorrow 
Turning our faces from others’ sorrow. 

This is a dream world, where we merely repose, 
This is a dream world where a weed may be a rose. 

“Tomorrow I’ll do it,” we often say. 

Do we ever wonder, “Why not today?” 

Longing for something, somehow, somewhere, 
Longing to not be here, but there. 


Muffy Warren ’65 


Rome 


Rome is a city of many wonders. It is a beautiful city that offers lots to 
see and do. It is built on seven historic hills, and the great Tiber runs 
through it 

Noises are found everywhere in the busy city of Rome. The streets 
seem to be full of small cars and motor scooters. To many, the number of 
cars means prosperity. Homs blow, tires screech, and all around the people 
talk or argue. Tourists only seem to add to the constant rush and confusion 
of Rome. One sees them struggling with the language, asking directions, or 
ordering food. 

Sidewalk cafes surround one in Rome. One can smell everywhere the 
faint odors of pizzas and spaghetti or other typical Italian foods. Grapes and 
wines are characteristic of Italy and scent the air. 

Rome is a city made up of a combination of modem buildings and 
ancient mins. Rome gives the impression of being a city of many browns. 
This statement may sound silly, hut when I think of Rome, I see light, 
monotonous colors, mostly light browns. I see colossal buildings and monu- 
ments, statues which are half-mined and columns. These columns now 
stand alone in places which make them ridiculous today, but they were 
temples a short time ago. Rome is also a city of many fountains, full of 
wished-upon pennies. One may hear the faint sounds of fountains in every 
section of the city. 

Visiting Rome was a wonderful experience, for I loved every moment 
I was there. Rome is a city whose mins echo history. I liked this contrast of 
ancient mins and the modem business activity. I should like to go back and 
stay for a much longer time. 

Rome seems to be the capsule of the history of man. 


Sandra Parrish '64 





The Fear of Life 


Life is like a busy wheel, 

Revolving from day to day, 

Moving forward, never knowing, 

What to expect along the way. 

Sometimes feeling insecure, 

One wishes on a star. 

Other times one only wonders 

Why things have to be the way they are. 

Running, searching, stopping, 

Not knowing where to turn, 

Trying to find one's place in life, 

A place to teach and learn. 

Always grasping, feverishly, 

Yet not knowing what for, 

Reaching out to clutch 
What may be only a straw. 

Will it ever end— 

This constant fear? 

What is my future 
Tell me ... is it near? 


Kathy Comins '65 
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COURIER-CITIZEN COMPANY 

Printers and Lithographers 



PLANTS 

Lowell, Mass. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Chicago, III. 
Gainesville, Ga. 
Jacksonville, Texas 
Centerville, Iowa 
Kendallville, Ind. 
Allentown, Pa. 

San Francisco, Cal. 


SALES OFFICES 

Baltimore, Md. 
Boston, Mass. 

New York, N. Y. 
Hartford, Conn. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Atlanta, Ga. 

Dallas, Texas 
Columbus, Ohio 
Des Moines, Iowa 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


E. A. Wl LSON CO. 


700 Broadway 

Lowell, Massachusetts 


FUELS 


SPLINTERS 


Portraits by 

BENRIMO 


Friends together can make 
a little world, warm 
with love and delight, 
and nothing makes so close 
a bond as the gift of a 

Beautiful Portrait 


OFFICIAL PHOTOGRAPHER, ROGERS HALL CLASS OF 1963 


FOR APPOINTMENT CALL STUDIO 
38 CHURCH STREET 
PArkview 9-4232 
WINCHESTER, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 



Established 1898 


Telephone GL 2-4771 


DOUGLAS & COMPANY, INC. 


SLATE, GRAVEL, TILE AND METAL 
ROOFING 

CORNICE AND SKYLIGHT WORK 


“ Approved Bird Roofer” 


147 Rock Street 


Lowell, Mass. 


WOOD-ABBOTT CO. 

Established 1872 


Diamond Merchants and Jewelers 


75 MERRIMACK STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


coin 



hi merits 


KflVfl 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


CAE CLUB 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


AMERO and DAVIS, BUILDERS 


LEDGE ROAD 


GLOUCESTER, MASS. 


E. C. Pearson Painting Co., Inc. 

Interior Decorators and Painting Contractors 


IMPORTED and DOMESTIC 
WALLPAPERS 


PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES 
AND ENAMELS 


90 HAMPSHIRE STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


LOWELL 
Tel. 458-1281 


FRED. (. CHURCH & CO. 

24 MERRIMACK STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 


LITTLETON 
Tel. 486-8646 


Insurance 


Since 

Frederic C. Church 
Newell L. Foster 
Branford S. Brennon 
Edward D. Howe, C.P.C.U. 
Kenton P. Wells 
John F. Reilly, Jr. 

24 Merrimack Street 
Lowell, Mass. 


186 5 

Milton L. Brown, Jr. 

Edgar J. Sidon 
Homer W. Jones, Jr. 
Joseph P. Randazza 
Howard E. MacDuff, Jr. 

Roger R. Foeley 

Littleton Common 
Littleton, Mass. 



Compliments of 

George E. Putnam 


207 MARKET STREET 


LOWELL, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 



known 

traditionally as 
the department store 
with Quality-plus 


144 Merrimack St. 
dial GL 5-5481 



Merton's 


FURNITURE • RUGS 

f. 1886 

LOWELL’S LARGEST furniture store for 77 years 


PATRICAN'S BAKERY 


384 MAIN STREET 


GLOUCESTER, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 



SOLD AT 

BENNETT HARDWARE CO. 

Plumbing, Heating, Farm Supplies 

269 Dutton St. Division of 

Lowell, Mass. McKittrick Hardware Co. 


Sales and Service 
Lowell Motor Sales Inc. 


135 Middlesex St. 
Lowell 



Tel. GL 8-6871 


Heating & Cooling Equipment 
— Fuels — 

D. T. SULLIVAN CO., INC. 

1012 GORHAM ST. TEL GL 4-7857 


Compliments of 


Oh Dad, Poor Dad 


Mr. and Mrs. Robert Orchard 


i 


SPLINTERS 


FUNK'S HOTEL 

SERVING UPPER WESTCHESTER COUNTY 


Buckland Printing Co. 

Lowell, Mass. 


PHONE: GLENDALE 4-4333 


Nelson T. Walker 

Fire Safety Consultant 


204 WEST SIXTH STREET 

Eh ie. Pa. 


STANLEY C. MARSDEN 

ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 


43 Livingston Ave. 
Lowell 


GLenview 2-4482 


SPLINTERS 


O'CONNER AND HILL HARDWARE 

Floor Sanding and Polishing - Machine Rental 
Distributors of KYANIZE PAINTS 
460-462 LAWRENCE STREET 

Free Delivery Tel. GL 2-3766 


In your brilliant future 

plan flameless electric heat. 


RUSSELL LUMBER COMPANY 


Dial 9-9336 

Building Materials — Insulation Materials 
Armstrong Acoustical Ceilings 
Bird’s Roofing 


VICTORY COCKTAIL LOUNGE PHILIP WINE SHOE CO. 

1 Barton Square Salem, Mass. 103 Main St. Gloucester, Mass. 


i 


SPLINTERS 


Get It At 

Parkway Prescription Pharmacy 

James J. Queenan, Reg. Ph. 

309 ROGERS ST. - LOWELL, MASS. 


Free Delivery 


Phone GL 4-4831 



Compliments of 

DRS. PORTER and TUCKER 

Optometrists 

Compliments of 

BLANCHARD BUS CO. 

TEWKSBURY GL 2-1282 

Greeting cards, Cameras, Film 

Compliments of 

7 hour - Photo Finishing 

• 


DONALDSON’S 

A FRIEND 

LOWELL, MASS. 

Wallet photos 20 for $1.00 
“On the Sunny Side of Merrimack St.” 


SPLINTERS 




F. J. FLEMINGS, INC. 
and 

Compliments of 

PROCTOR PAPER CO. 

PAPER PRODUCTS 

MOUNT PLEASANT 
SPRING WATER CO. 

12 Perkins St. Lowell 

GL 8-8112 2-6549 

LOWELL MASS. 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

THE DEB SHOP 

THE "ARMPIT" 

Best Wishes to the 

Graduating Class of 1963 

MR. and MRS. 

Compliments 

of 

GENE'S 

JOSEPH BADGER 

ICE CREAM 


Bonne Chance ! 

New England Exterminating Co. 

20 Hurd Street 

to the Seniors 

LOWELL, MASS. GL 2-9621 

from 

Nashua TU 9-9191 

Lawrence 3-2320 

THE FRENCH CLUB 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

CONANT'S GROCERY 




Compliments of 

THE BARROWS TRAVEL 
SERVICE, INC. 

C. F. TOMPKINS CO. 

Main Office 

Quality Furniture 

62 CENTRAL STREET 
LOWELL, MASS. 

Salem, Beverly, Danvers, 

Tel. GL 9-9319 

and Gloucester 


Leaders 

-fashion | 

Compliments of 

BRADT BAKERY, INC. 

BAKERS OF FINE CRACKERS 
Since 1833 

Whiting St. Lowell, Mass. 

Compliments of 


EPSTEIN'S 

JOLIE'S SALON DE COIFFURE 

PAINT and WALLPAPER CO. 

195 E. Gloucester Sq. 

210 Main St. Gloucester, Mass. 

Gloucester, Mass. 





SPLINTERS 





One-hundred and twenty-two years 
a prescription store 

ROBERT ROLLINS 
BLAZERS Inc. 

832 Broadway New York 3, N. Y. 

Specialized Blazer Service 

F. and E. BAILEY & CO. 

Prescription Specialists 

79 Merrimack St. 19 John St. 

Lowell, Mass. 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

A FRIEND 

A FRIEND 

Motors - Automatic Transmission 
Brakes 

BLACKSTOCK GARAGE 

DILLON 

Experienced Repairing 

Tel. GL 2-4871 

572 Rogers St. Lowell, Mass. 

for 

“ Bonded Cleaning” 

5 EAST MERRIMACK STREET 

Stationers Gift Shop School Supplies 

Office Furniture 

THE 


ANDOVER 

G. C. PRINCE & SON, CORP. 

SHOP 

108 Merrimack Street 

Toy Shop Greeting Cards 

Anoovf.r Boston Cambridge 


SPLINTERS 


CHAS. J. GREY & SONS, INC. 


129 Main St. Gloucester, Mass. 


SCHWARTZ SHOES 

Leaders in Fashion in Dress 

and 

everyday SHOES 


Compliments of 


(Eoffcc jMtll 


125 Main St. 


Andover, Mass. 


Best of Luck Next Year Seniors 

CLIVE and ROMA HOCKMEYER 
and CASEY 


Breakfast 


Luncheon 


Supper 


BELVIDERE WINE CO., INC. 

Imported Wines and Liquors 

Delivery Service 


Compliments of 

E. A. GREEL, INC. 

- CLEANERS - 

64 Main St. Gloucester, Mass. 


GL 8-8225 


36 Concord St. 


Compliments of 


YANKEE GENERAL STORE 


279 E. Main St. Gloucester, Mass. 



- Andover 

cA 7’uaJway I El IT 

• Inn • 


ridayNight 


buffet *3 


95 ’ 


Food to good 
a Lock Lot 
Lrem written 
aLont it! 

.n 


Feoiuring rho plentiful hospitality of on 18ih C. f 
Georg ion Inn, the boffoi includes fomous Treodway 
Inn LOBSTER PIE - ROAST TENDERLOIN of BEEF 
— Oysters or> the Half Shell — Butterfly Shrimp and 
other favorites in obundance. Served from 6 to 9 p.m. 
'Children under 12 — $2.25. 

Cocktail Lounge now open 

Excellent selection of wines and spirits. 


Jims off Route it In Andovor. 

GUN THJERWECHTER, Innkeeper ■ GReenleaf 5-5903 


SPLINTERS 




Compliments of 

Compliments of 

HIGHLAND LAUNDRY, INC. 
of LOWELL 

THE KNIT SHOP 

Complete Laundry <2? 

Dry Cleaning Service 

528 Broadway GL 8-8791 

LOWELL GAS CO. 

INC OF LOWELL / 

81 E. MERRIMACK 


TAVERN OF GLOUCESTER 

Tel. GL 2-9634 

PARADISE DO-NUT CO. 

30 Western Ave. 

"Americas Best Cream Do-Nuts” 

Gloucester, Mass. 

660 Rogers St. Lowell, Mass. 

GAUMONT BROS. 

Lowell's Leading Radio - Television 
and Appliance Center 

Compliments of 

DR. & MRS. DAVID A. LATHAM 

338 Merrimack St. GL 5-5656 



SPLINTERS 


BAY STATE PAINTS 

Wadsworth. Howland & Co., Inc. 


Division - Devoe & Raynolds Co., Inc. 

LARRY McADAMS 


Branch Manager 
Res.: 54 Dover St. 

103 Market Street 

Lowell 

Lowell, Mass. 

GL 4-6718 

GLenview 4-9431 

Aw to Safety Glass - 

Glass Furniture Toys - Plate and Window Glass - Putty 


Ritchie Glass Co. 


Glass for All Purposes 

379 Gorham Street 

Telephone GL 2-1489 Lowell, Massachusetts 


JOSEPH E. STAVELEY 


Plumbing and Heating 

STEAM, GAS & WATER SYSTEMS 


Residence 
Westford Road 
Chelmsford 
Dial 2-3741 


Shop 

490 Chelmsford St. 
Lowell, Mass. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments 


of 


TOWN HOUSE MOTEL 


LOWELL, MASSACHUSETTS 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

W. G. BROWN'S DEPARTMENT STORE 

and 

W. G. BROWN'S MARKET 

186 MAIN STREET 
GLOUCESTER, MASS. 


CHEERS ! 

from 

THE WEE-SKI-SOURS of '63 


Serving 

Lowell - Chelmsford - Dracut - Tewksbury 


TRULL'S FLOWER STUDIO 


467 RIVER RD. 

RICHARD TRULL 


Tel. GLenview 4-7983 


TEWKSBURY, MASS. 

CLINTON RICHARDSON 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 



YACHT & VESSEL CORP. 

ROCKY NECK, GLOUCESTER, MASS. 

TELEPHONE 6701 
NIGHTS and EMER. 174 
Shipyards Established 1859 


SPLINTERS 


AT A MEETING OF THE COUNCIL IT WAS DECIDED THAT YOU SHOULD 
RECEIVE 


6/4 Best Wishes Always £ 


IF YOU HAVE ANY EXPLANATION OR PLEA TO OFFER, PLEASE NOTIFY 
THE PRESIDENT, THAT A SPECIAL MEETING MAY BE CALLED. 


Compliments 




RAILROAD AVENUE MARKET 


273 EAST MAfN STREET 


GLOUCESTER 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

MR. and Mrs. THEODORE S. HALL, JR. 


Best Wishes For '63 


from 

THE HODG-PODGES 


Compliments of 

MR. and MRS. ROBERT H. MESINGER 



JfuL (BLadfAmiift Shaft 

Rockport, Mass. 

The Blacksmith Shop, internationally famed for unusually 
delicious food, delightfully served in a unique atmos- 
phere. 

Lobsters, steaks, fish, broiled over the 
coals of the olde forge. 

On Harbourfront Rockport 

We are pleased to announce the 
opening of our new Inn 
on the Scenic Ocean Drive, 

Bass Rocks, Gloucester. 


A delightful Cocktail Lounge 

(hors d’oeuvres 4 to 6 o’clock) 


Late Supper 
10 ;00 to 11 :00 p.m. 


Horseshoe Buffet Luncheon 
Dinner 

5 :00 to 10 :00 p.m. 


Private Dining Room 

Telephone 283-6990 

. . . Open ’till December . . . 


SPLINTERS 


“ Are you sure we have a reservation at the Town House?” 

“Don’t tell me you still haven’t sold those Octet albums 1 .” 

“But are you really going to pass French?” 

“What do you mean, you're going to live in a hospital?” 

“Of course I’m coming up for Father’s Day.” 

“Yes, I’ve sent you some more money.” 

“If you’re over at their house much more, Dr. Latham should 
deduct you from his income tax as a dependent.” 

— One Dad's memories of three years at R. H. 


Compliments of 


MR. and MRS. PROCTOR E. GREENE 


— 


A «E READY 


TO FACE THE WORLD 

(2Flass of 
’63 


SPLINTERS 


FISHING 



Tel. 283-3082 


Gleason’s 


Bait and Tackle Shop 

ONE STOP FOR BAIT AND TACKLE 
FRESH WATER OR SALT WATER 
FRESH NATIVE CLAMS FOR STEAMING 


196 WASHINGTON ST. GLOUCESTER. MASS. 


ERNEST L. WILKINSON 
Insurance 


Tel. 459-9468 



MIRRAS, gffloMs t 


10 KEARNEY SQUARE 
LOWELL, MASS. 



Compliments of 


FRESHMEN (LASS 
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Compliments of 

H. P. HOOD & SONS 


200 BRIDGE STREET 


SALEM, MASS. 


Compliments of 


ADASKO'S FASHION SHOP 

158 MAIN STREET GLOUCESTER, MASS. 


CLICKY'S MEN'S SHOP 

222 MAIN STREET 


GLOUCESTER, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 

BARTER BROTHERS, INC. 


228 CABOT STREET 


BEVERLY, MASS. 


Compliments of 

CORLISS BROTHERS, INC., NURSERIES 

REYNARD STREET GLOUCESTER, MASS. 


Compliments of 

ADASKO'S INC. 


133a ESSEX STREET 


SALEM, MASS. 


133 ESSEX STREET 


Compliments of 

PATTEE-ANNE SHOP 


SALEM, MASS. 


SPLINTERS 


Compliments of 


LANE DRUG STORES 

IN 

LYNN SALEM STONEHAM 


R. F. Delaney— President 


SPLINTERS 


If you live or do business in northwestern Ohio, The “Key to the Sea’’ 
is Toledo and the key to enjoying a good banking relationship is — 


The National Bank of Toledo 


A "full service ” bank 


SPLINTERS 



GR 5-0742 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

CHARLES R. PRATT, MASON 

BILLINGS, Inc. 

JEWELERS - OPTICIANS 

47 Beacon St. Gloucester. Mass. 

SAMUEL OSGOOD Thirty-Six Main Street 

Pres , and Treas . Andover, Massachusetts 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

RODMAN A. NICHOLS 

EAST GLOUCESTER 

PACKAGE STORE, INC. 

PHARMACY, INC. 

07 North St. Salem, Mass. 

173 East Main St. 

East Gloucester, Mass. 

Compliments of 


CAPE ANN LAUNDRY and 

Compliments of 

DRY CLEANING CO., INC. 

TALLY'S AUTO SALES, INC. 

21 East Main St. 

2 Washington St. 

Gloucester, Mass. 

Gloucester, Mass. 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

FEENEY THE FLORIST 

BENNY THE FLORIST 

Quality Flowers For All Occasions 

18 Eastern Ave. 

Phone 452-0555 86 Bridge St. 

Gloucester, Mass. 
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Compliments of 

MADRUGA'S TAXIE 

245 Main St. Gloucester, Mass. 

Compliments of 

W. E. BLANCHARD JEWELER 

125 Main St. Gloucester, Mass. 

Compliments of 

1 "Jhe 'IJanhee cjCady 

country flair 

for Young Sophisticates 

89 Main St. Andover, Mass. 

Compliments of a 

"PAIN" 

Compliments of 

ANDOVER BOOK STORE 

Main St. 

Compliments of 

A. L. MORTON, INC. 

Maplewood Ave. 10 Railroad Ave. 

Gloucester, Mass. 

Telephone 283-4330 

■Wtp L Registered Shropshires 

Compliments of 

GLOUCESTER YACHT 

YARDS, INC. 

COBBLER'S FARM 

Wilton, N. H. 

'"r: ri— c 

Philip Godley 
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Rogers Hall Sell ool 

Lowell, AlftssAckiuetts 




$ PUNTERS 

GZrtTo^-lfe-CHZfiP, p&vrqritinell 

COSpWQl^, )iett{ fl^c^overij 

memx Pom 


\qtie. Hoclyneyer 
£ally ^reei*e. 

Pebbie. Mood 
Pam ^oycc. 

^retche^l 1(och. 


editor r <\nn #odgfcin$oq 
Holly P&dger 
£ue ^eer 
fudy ^recne 


manager, 
/fyart J(a. Tdspeit 
So&n P^laney 


ffancy Jawed 
Connie Tucker 
puttie Wood 
parley >aifje 


frflOfrOSftATHy EfiEAftTflW 
editor, Caroline Fuijlc. 


Bf/gnyegs %QAftZ> 

/tyarcie l^o^er 

Linda U)iZ£iq?oq 
Cl\rip Krueger 
Orchard 


Faculty axwisor 

8[rp. Bernard ^et 
FACULTY A Xp APVI50K 


tfrs • J'o^n ~Perloff 


Miss Hildred Ramsay 
Headmistress of Rogers Hall 


A MESSAGE FROM THE HEADMISTRESS 

“And now 

as Sakini, that incomparable character from 
The Teahouse of the August Moon, might have put 
it: 


‘Honourable Young Ladies have Cages. Let 
them seek Suitable Occupants thereof.” 
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Mrs. Bernard Shea 


DEDICATION 


We, the senior class of 1963, wish to express our deep gratitude to 
you, Mrs. Shea, for your endless patience and steadfast perseverance 
throughout our most emotionally difficult, yet most intellectually pros- 
perous year. As a result of your understanding, fairness, and friendship, 
we have developed a sense of these qualities. 

Not only have you ignited the spark for learning in our minds, hut 
also you have shown us the rewards of spreading the flame. Thus, we 
dedicate our book of memories and merits to you, as a token more mean- 
ingful than a mere “thanks.” 

O 


EDITORIAL 


“ This above all: to thine own self be true, 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man.” 

In a touching scene in Shakespeare’s Hamlet, Polonius advises his 
dearly-beloved son that loyalty to oneself is the basis for successful living. 
Our secondary-school experience has confirmed the wisdom of Polonius, 
for we have learned that imitation of others can frequently bring disaster, 
that indulgence in self-despair is self-destructive, and that self-delusion 
is self-defeating. 

As we leave the protective environment of secondary school, let us 
remember that our individual futures depend, in no small measure, upon 
how well we adhere to the principle of loyalty to self. 

In future years as we review this yearbook and find pleasant memo- 
ries, let us also recall the moral and spiritual lessons we have learned in 
these years. 


P.J.G. 



SENIOR SONG 


Tune : Love Me Forever 

Little sisters, we leave you, 

For we must now embark. 

We hope that we’ve helped you 
And been loyal on our part. 

Whenever you have needed advice, 

We’ve tried to help where we could. 

We hope that our friendships have held 
Through the bad and through the good. 

We hope that you’ll ne’er forget 
All the fun which we’ve had, 

The Cae and Kava games and all 

The other memories which make us glad. 

And as through life we journey on, 

We’ll always remember you, 

And hope that what we did was right 
In what there was to do. 

So now as this year draws to a close 
And we leave to begin anew, 

Little sisters, in thought you’re with us, 
And we’ll never forget you. 


Nancy Paine 
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NANCY ESTHER PAINE 
60 Ash Road 
Wapping, Connecticut 
University of Hartford 
CAE Club 

President of Senior Class 


j 




. . the only way to have a friend is 
to he one." 

Emerson 


1960- 1961 Glee Club; Softball, second; Usher for 

Christmas Play; Christmas Play Chorus; 
Baccalaureate Chorus; Usher, Commence- 
ment Musicale; Welcoming Committee, 
Commencement. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Octet; Physical Fitness Award; 

Softball, second, captain; Hospital Volun- 
teer; Baccalaureate Chorus; Place Card 
Committee for Hockey Banquet; Senior 
Luncheon Committee. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club; Octet; Splinters, Literary Staff; 

Senior Undergrad Song; Class Day Exer- 
cises; Christmas Vespers; Water Ballet, script 
and narrator; Basketball, Manager; Softball, 
second; Founder’s Day Track Meet; Senior- 
Sister Ceremony, chairman; Old-Girl New- 
Girl Committee; Senior Fair, Co-Chairman; 
Father-Daughter Day Committee; Prom 
Committee, Chairman; Helen Hill Award. 



“Hock” 

ANNE LANGDON HOCKMEYER 
24 Fairmount Street 
Lowell., Massachusetts 

Mary Washington College of the 
University of Virginia 

KAVA Club 

Vice-President of the Senior Class 


"Strongest minds are often those of whom 
the noisy World hears least.’’ 

Wordsworth 

1959- 1960 Honor Roll; Swimming Team; Father- 

Daughter Skit; KAVA supper; Current 
Events Award - Honorable Mention; Typing 
Award; Musicale; Usher at Graduation. 

1960- 1961 Honor Roll; Dramatics - Backstage; Hockey 

Team; Volleyball Team; Swimming Team; 
Water Ballet; Typing Award; Musicale; 
Reception Committee for Graduation; 
Father-Daughter Skit. 

1961- 1962 Honor Roll; Marshal for Faculty; Glee 

Club; Bear and Lion ; Cheerleading; Swim- 
ming Team; Water Ballet; Father-Daughter 
Skit; Wee-Skis; KAVA Supper; Jr. Volun- 
teer, Lowell General Hospital; Andover 
Dance Committee; Current Events - Honor- 
able Mention; Musicale; Senior Luncheon 
Committee. 

1962- 1963 French Club; Fashion Show; Glee Club; 

Christmas Vespers; Current Events Debate; 
Splinters, Literary Board; KAVA Song; 
Hockey, second; Volleyball Captain, second; 
Swimming Team; Water Ballet, Chair- 
man; Cheerleading; Wee-Skis; KAVA Sup- 
pers; Father-Daughter Day Committee; 
Prom Committee - Chairman; Musicale; 
Senior Fair; Red Cross Swimmer Award; 
R. H. Award; Underhill Award; Honor 
Roll; Honorable Mention for Current 
Events Award. 





HOLLY BADGER 
Melvin Heights 
Camden, Maine 
Nasson College 
KAVA Club 



“Men of few words are the best men”. 

Shakespeare 



1961- 1962 Bear and Lion; R. H. Negatives; Glee Club; 

Water Ballet; Swimming Team. 

1962- 1963 Splinters, Art Staff; R. H. Negatives; Glee 

Club; Christmas Play Chorus; Art of the 
Week; Manager of Tennis and Badminton 
Teams; French Club; Prom Committee. 



“Joyce Boyce” 
PAMELA BOYCE 


Main Street 

Westford, Massachusetts 
Lesley College 
CAE Club 



"For to be wise and love, 

Exceeds man’s might that dwells 
with Gods above.” 

Shakespeare 


1961- 1962 Cheerleading; Glee Club; Softball, Second 

Team; New Hampton Dance Committee; 
Wee-Skis; Father-Daughter Day Skit. 

1962- 1963 Cheerleading; Glee Club; Andover Dance 

Committee; Splinters, Literary Board; Senior 
Fair Committee; Wee-Skis; Prom Commit- 
tee; Class Day Committee. 
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VELYN WILLIAMENA CLOUGH 
863 Andover Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 
Endicott Junior College 
CAE Club 


"Never say more than is necessary." 

Sheridon 




1959- 1960 Reception Committee for Commencement. 

1960- 1961 Second Team Softball; Dramatics (Acting); 

Typing Award; CAE Carnival Committee; 
Usher for Musicale. 

1961- 1962 Water Ballet; Second Team Softball; Usher 

for Musicale. 

1962- 1963 Day Student Councillor; Senior Life-Saving; 

Swimming Team; Water Ballet; Spanish 
Club; Father-Daughter Day Committee; 
Senior Fair; Red Cross Swimmer Award; 
Parsons Award. 



“BB” 

JOAN ELIZABETH DELANE) 
100 Humphrey Street 
Marblehead, Massachusetts 

Endicott Junior College 

CAE Club 
President of Octet 


“Oh could you view the melody 
Of every grace 
And music of her face . . 

Lovelace 


1959- 1960 Hockey; Volleyball; Basketball, second; 

Softball; Typing Award; R. H. Award; Glee 
Club. 

1960- 1961 Hockey; Volleyball; Basketball; Softball; 

Badminton Award; Typing Award; R. H. 
Award; Glee Club. 

1961- 1962 Hockey; Volleyball; Basketball; Softball; 

Badminton; Tennis; Glee Club; Octet; 
Andover Dance Committee; R. H. Award; 
Bear and Lion. 

1962- 1963 Hockey, captain; Volleyball; Basketball; 

Softball; Water Ballet; Father-Daughter Day 
Committee; Glee Club; Octet; Senior Place 
Card Committee; Splinters; R. H. Award; 
Neatness Award. 





' "Marty” 

MARTHA SLOAT FASSETT 
460 West Church Street 
Elmira, New York 
Garland Junior College 
KAVA Club 

President of Glee Club 



“God sent his Singers upon earth 
With songs of sadness and of mirth.’’ 

Longfellow 





1960- 1961 Glee Club; Water Ballet; Orphan Party; 

KAVA Dinner; Baccalaureate Chorus; 
Christmas Chorus; Reception Committee; 
KAVA Talent Show; Commencement Plav. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Dramatics, backstage; Water 

Ballet; Hockey, second team; Father- 
Daughter Day Skit; Christmas and Bac- 
calaureate Chorus; Typing Award; Neat- 
ness Award; Wee-Skis. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club, President; Ski Club; French 

Club; Splinters, business board; Cheerlead- 
ing; Exeter Dance; Andover Dance; New 
Hampton Dance Committee, chairman; 
Dramatics, fall play; Water Ballet; Softball, 
manager; Wee-Skis; Senior Fair; Honorable 
mention, Current Events. 



“Bonnie” 

ELIZABETH FLAMMER 
628 Esplanade 
Pelham, New York 
Green Mountain Junior Collegi 
CAE Club 


"A wry gentle beast, and of a good 
conscience." 

Shakespeare 


1961- 1962 Glee Club; Water Ballet; Basketball, second, 

Softball, second; Usher at Commencement. 

1962- 1963 Student Council; French Club; Glee Club; 

Exeter Dance Committee; Decoration Com- 
mittee for French Fashion Show; Volleyball, 
second, captain; Basketball, first; Founder’s 
Day Team; Swimming, manager; Tennis; 
Neatness Award; Honorable Mention for 
Music Appreciation Award. 



“Funker” 

CAROLINE FUNK 
Box 2 1 5 

Bedford Hills, New York 
Pine Manor Junior College 
KAVA Club 
Vice-President, KAVA 



“Learn the sweet magic of a cheerful face; 
Not always smiling, hut at least serene.” 

1 IOLAIES 



1961- 1962 Marshal of the Senior Class; ,R. H. Award; 

KAVA Suppers; Father-Daughter Day Skit; 
Hockey; Volleyball, second, captain; Basket- 
ball; Softball; Wee-Skis. 

1962- 1963 Vice-President, KAVA Club; Splinters, 

Editor of Photography; Old Girl-New Girl 
Party Committee; Water Ballet, backstage; 
Usher for Exeter Concert; Hush-Hush 
Drive Committee; Exeter Dance Committee; 
Senior Fair; Spanish Club; Wee-Skis; Ski 
Club; Dramatics, backstage; Commencement 
Play; Welcoming Committee; KAVA Sup- 
pers; Hockey; Volleyball; Basketball, second; 
Softball; Field Day Team; R. H. Award. 



“Sooks” 

SUZANNE CLEVELAND GEEF 
22 Indian Head Road 
Riverside, Connecticut 
Garland Junior College 
KAVA Club 


“ The perception of a comic is a tie 
of sympathy with other men.” 

Emerson 


1960- 1961 Glee Club; Usher at Commencement Day 

Exercises. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Art Editor of Bear and Lion; 

Scenery for Dramatics; Senior Luncheon 
Committee; Reception Committee at Com- 
mencement Exercises. 

1962- 1963 Splinters, art staff; Scenery for Dramatics; 

Typing Award; Volleyball, manager; Senior 
Fair; Father-Daughter Day Committee; 
Fiockey Banquet Place Card Committee; 
Basketball Banquet Place Card Committee, 
chairman. 



"Patty” 

MARTHA ROCKWELL GODLLY 
Cobbler’s Larm 
Wilton, New Hampshire 
Shepard-Gill School of Nursing 
KAVA Club 

President of the Ski Club 



"We find great things are made of 
little things , 

And little things go lessening, ’til at last 
comes God behind them.” 

Browning 







1960- 1961 Cheerleading Mascot; Glee Club; Drama- 

tics; Softball, second; Commencement Chair 
Committee. 

1961- 1962 Cheerleading Mascot; Glee Club; Hockey, 

manager; Water Ballet; Swimming Team, 
first; Dramatics; Softball, first; Commence- 
ment Usher; Chair Committee, chairman; 
Father-Daughter Day Show; KAVA Sup- 
pers; New Hampton Dance Committee; 
R. H. Award. 

1962- 1963 Ski Club, president; Cheerleading Mascot; 

Glee Club; Dramatics; Hockey Team, first; 
Swimming, first; Water Ballet; Music Com- 
mittee, chairman; Spanish Club; Senior Fair; 
Father-Daughter Day Committee; KAVA 
Supper; Red Cross Swimmer Award. 




“Judes" 

JUDITH ANNE GREENE 
67 Overlook Road 
Marblehead, Massachusetts 


Boston University 
School of Fine and Applied Arts 
KAVA Club 

Vice-President of Student Councii 


“Born with the gift of laughter and a 
sense that the world is mad.’’ 

Sabatini 


1961- 1962 President of Class; Art Editor of Bear and 

Lion; Glee Club; Volleyball, second team; 
Swimming Team; Water Ballet; Dance 
Committee; Senior Luncheon Committee; 
Father-Daughter Weekend; KAVA Supper; 
KAVA Hockey and Basketball Place Card 
Committee. 

1962- 1963 Student Council; Art Editor of Splinters; 

Octet; Glee Club; French Club; Hockey 
Banquet Place Card Committee; Welcoming 
Committee; Father-Daughter Committee; 
Senior Fair; Fashion Show; Hush-Hush 
Drive; Art Prize; Jackson Art Scholarship, 
Boston University. 





“Sally" 

SARAH LEWIS GREENE 
5 Judson Parkway 
Gloversville, New York 

Pine Manor Junior College 
CAE Club 

President of the French Club 



“There is nothing either good or had, 
hut thinking makes it so.” 

Shakespeare 



1959 - 1960 

1960 - 1961 


1961-1962 


1962-1963 


Hockey; Volleyball; Swimming; Bridge 
Club; CAE Cheerleading; Glee Club; Bear 
and Lion Staff; Tvping Award. 

Hockey; Volleyball; Swimming; CAE 
Cheerleading; Glee Club; Bear and Lion 
Staff; Christmas Play Chorus; Reception 
Committee, graduation; Welcoming Com- 
mittee; Neatness Award. 

Volleyball; Tennis; CAE Cheerleading; 
Glee Club; Bear and Lion Staff; Dramatics; 
Reception Committee for Commencement; 
Music Appreciation Award. 

Volleyball; Glee Club; Ski Club; French 
Club; Splinters, literary board; Exeter Dance 
Committee; New Hampton Dance Com- 
mittee; Senior Fair. 



(</^l . )) 

Urin 

PAMELA JOAN GRINNELL 
Ledge Road 

Gloucester, Massachusetts 
Boston University 
CAE Club 

Editor-in-Chief of Splinters 


“Neither a borrower nor a lender be; . . . 
“This above all: to thine own self be 
true . . 

Shakespeare 


1959- 1960 President of Class; Honor Roll; Piano; 

Water Ballet Committee; Bear and Lion. 

1960- 1961 President of Class; Honor Roll; Piano; Glee 

Club; Softball; Bear and Lion; Typing 
Award. 

1961- 1962 Student Council; Piano; Glee Club; Hockev, 

manager; Swimming Team; Basketball 
Team; Softball Team; Music Appreciation 
Award; Bear and Lion; Art; Dramatics. 

1962- 1963 Dramatics Award; Prom Committee; Hockev 

Team; Art; Editor-in-Chief of Splinters; 
Class Prophecy. 



“Conrad” 


BARBARA BURROWES HALL 
281 Bay Avenue 
Huntington, New York 
St. Mary’s Junior College 
CAE Club 

President of CAE Club 



“Humility, the low sweet root 
From which all heavenly virtues shoot.” 

Moore 



1961- 1962 Hockey; Volleyball; Basketball, captain; 

Swimming; Softball; Badminton; Water 
Ballet; Cheerleading; Dramatics, make-up; 
Father-Daughter Day Skit; R. H. Award; 
Senior Luncheon Committee. 

1962- 1963 French Club; Ski Club; Hockey; Volleyball; 

Basketball; Swimming; Softball; Cheerlead- 
ing; Water Ballet; Dramatics, make-up; CAE 
Suppers; Father-Daughter Day Skit; Rogers 
Hall Song Book; Senior Fair; Welcoming 
Committee; Old Girl-New Girl Party; 
Senior Prom Committee; Class Day Com- 
mittee; R. H. Award; Athletic Cup. 



“I find the Englishman to he him of all 
men who stands firmest in his shoes.” 

Emerson 


1960- 1961 Student Council Member; Glee Club; Dra- 

matics; Baccalaureate Chorus; Reception 
Committee for Graduation; Volleyball 
Team; Softball Team; Hockey, second team; 
Honorable Mention for Music Appreciation 
Award. 

1961- 1962 Student Council Member; Glee Club; Bear 

and Lion, art co-editor; Senior Luncheon, 
art chairman; Andover Dance Committee; 
Welcoming Committee; Reception Commit- 
tee for Graduation; Baccalaureate Chorus; 
Christmas Play Chorus; Water Ballet, 
scenery; Lowell General Hospital Volunteer; 
Volleyball Team; Softball Team; Hockey, 
second team; Honorable Mention for Music 
Appreciation Award; Art Scholarship. 

1962- 1963 Student Council Member; Splinters, art 

editor; Water Ballet, co-director; Glee Club; 
Spanish Club; Ski Club; Cheerleading; 
Wee-Skis; Prom Committee; Exeter Dance 
Committee; Andover Dance Committee; 
New Hampton Dance Committee; Christ- 
mas Play Chorus; Volleyball Team; Softball 
Team; Art Prize. 


"Horny” 

ANN HODGKINSON 
24 Fox Meadow Lane 
Wayland, Massachusetts 
Colby Junior College 
KAVA Club 

Art Editor of Splinters 



“Barbie” 

BARBARA ROSS KNIGHT 
29541 East River Road 
Perrysburg, Ohio 

Garland Junior College 
KAVA Club 

President of KAVA Club 



‘If to her share some female errors fall , 
Look on her face, and you'll forget 
’em all.” 

Pope 
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1960- 1961 Cheerleading; Glee Club; Volleyball, second 

team; Basketball, second team; Swimming; 
Tennis Team; Christmas Plav Chorus; 
Orphan Party. 

1961- 1962 Cheerleading; Glee Club; Octet; Typing 

Award; Hockey, second team, captain; 
Volleyball Team; Basketball Team; Softball, 
second team; Badminton Tournament Win- 
ner; Dramatics, commencement play; Dance 
Committee; Marshal for the School; An- 
dover Dance Committee. 

1962- 1963 Cheerleading; Octet; Glee Club; Exeter 

Dance Committee; Hockey Team; Volley- 
ball Team; Basketball Team; Ski Club; 
Tennis Team; Badminton Team; Senior 
Fair; Christmas Chorus; Badminton Cup; 
iR. H. Award. 
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1 U'p'py 

GRETCHEN STAHLER K0( 1 
Meadow-Hearth 
Briar Hill Road 
Hopkinton, New Hampshire 

Pine Manor Junior Colleg 
CAE Club - 

President of the Student Cou 3 


"Justice, sir, is the great interest of man 
on earth." 

Webster 


1961- 1962 Headmistress’ Marshal; Bear and Lion; 

Andover Dance Committee. 

1962- 1963 Splinters, literary staff; Christmas Vespers, 

eha'rman; Softball Team, captain; Ski Club; 
Father-Daughter Day Committee, chairman; 
Welcoming Committee, co-chairman; Old 
Girl-New Girl Party Committee, co-chair- 
man; Prom Committee; Senior Fair Com- 
mittee; Hush-Hush Drive Committee, co- 
chairman; Exeter Dance Committee, chair- 
man; Andover Dance Committee; Class Day 
Committee. 




“Bootsie" 

MARCIE ELIZABETH KOSER 
1175 York Avenue 
New York 21 , New York 
Finch College 
CAE Club 
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“They are never alone that are 
accompanied with nohle thoughts.’’ 

Sidney 


1960- 1961 Glee Club; Hockey Team; Basketball Team; 

Softball Team; Water Ballet; Christmas 
Play Chorus; Baccalaureate Chorus; Usher 
at Christmas Play. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Octet; CAE Club Spirit Ring; 

Hockey Team, captain; Volleyball Team; 
Basketball, second team; Softball Team; 
Senior Reception Committee; Typing 
Award; Baccalaureate Chorus. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club; Octet; French Club; Ski Club; 

Splinters, business manager; Hockey Team; 
Basketball Team, captain; Softball Team; 
Tennis Team; Water Ballet Committee; 
Andover Dance Committee; Hospital Volun- 
teer; Senior Fair; Founder's Day Track 
Meet; R. H. Award. 


"Chris" 



CHRISTINE ALMEDA KRUEGE 
Lakecrest Drive 
Danbury, Connecticut 

Aurora College 
KAVA Club 


“ l believe that in the end the truth 
will conquer." 

Wycliffe 


1960- 1961 Glee Club; Orphan Party; KAVA Suppers; 

Swimming Team; Softball, second team; 
Dramatics; Commencement Usher. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Father-Daughter Day; Typing 

Award; Bear and Lion-, Cheerleading; 
Basketball, second team; Swimming Team, 
captain; Usher for Commencement Recep- 
tion. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club; Ski Club; Spanish Club; 

S-plinters, business board; Life Saving; 
Senior Fair; New Hampton Dance Com- 
mittee; Father-Daughter Day; Cheerleading; 
Field Day Team, captain; Hockey, second 
team; Volleyball Team; Basketball Team; 
Softball, second team; Swimming Team; 
Commencement Play; Senior Life Saving; 
R. H. Award; Spelling Bee Champion. 



"Beth’' 

I ARY ELIZABETH McGOVERN 
14 William Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 
Bennington College 
KAVA Club 
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"She dwelt among the untrodden ways, 
beside the springs of Dove." 

Wordsworth 


1961- 1962 Dramatics; Honorable Mention for Drama- 

tics; Honor Roll; Katherine Whitten Mac- 
Gav Undergraduate Literary Prize; Honor- 
able Mention for Current Events Award; 
Honorable Mention for Music Appreciation 
Award; Bear and Lion Staff. 

1962- 1963 Dramatics; Splinters, co-editor; TIME Cur- 

rent Events Award; Class Day Committee; 
Hockey Team, manager; Dramatics Prize; 
Katherine Whitten MacGay Literary Prize: 
Honorable Mention for Current Events. 



“Chris” 

CHRISTINE ALMEDA KRUEGER 
Lakecrest Drive 
Danbury, Connecticut 

Aurora College 
KAVA Club 


“l believe that in the end the truth 
will conquer.” 

Wycliffe 


1960- 1961 Glee Club; Orphan Party; KAVA Suppers; 

Swimming Team; Softball, second team; 
Dramatics; Commencement Usher. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Father-Daughter Day; Typing 

Award; Bear and Lion; Cheerleading; 
Basketball, second team; Swimming Team, 
captain; Usher for Commencement Recep- 
tion. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club; Ski Club; Spanish Club; 

Splinters, business board; Life Saving; 
Senior Fair; New Flampton Dance Com- 
mittee; Father-Daughter Day; Cheerleading; 
Field Day Team, captain; Flockey, second 
team; Volleyball Team; Basketball Team; 
Softball, second team; Swimming Team; 
Commencement Play; Senior Life Saving; 
R. H. Award; Spelling Bee Champion. 



"Beth" 

MARY ELIZABETH McGOVERN 
14 William Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 
Bennington College 
KAVA Club 



“She dwelt among the untrodden ways, 
heside the springs of Dox j e.’' 

Wordsworth 



1961- 1962 Dramatics; Honorable Mention for Drama- 

tics; Honor Roll; Katherine Whitten Mac- 
Gav Undergraduate Literary Prize; Honor- 
able Mention for Current Events Award; 
Honorable Mention for Music Appreciation 
Award; Bear and Lion Staff. 

1962- 1963 Dramatics; Splinters, co-editor; TIME Cur- 

rent Events Award; Class Day Committee; 
Hockey Team, manager: Dramatics Prize; 
Katherine Whitten MacGav Literary Prize; 
Honorable Mention for Current Events. 


“Orch" 

ANNE MARIE ORCHARD I 
93 Central Street 
Andover, Massachusetts 
Elizabeth Seton College 
KAVA Club 



“ She doeth little kindnesses u hich most 
leave undone , or despise.” 

Lowell 


1960- 1961 Glee Club; Commencement Exercises; 

Baccalaureate Chorus; Volleyball, second 
team; Water Ballet. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Usher at Commencement Play; 

Baccalaureate Chorus; Cheerleading; Wee- 
Skis. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club; French Club; French Club 

Fashion Show, commentator; Splinters, 
business board; New Hampton Dance Com- 
mittee; Water Ballet; Senior Fair Com- 
mittee; Swimming Team, manager; Cheer- 
leading; Wee-Skis. 
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ELIZABETH ANNE SARGENT 
25 Woodlawn Terrace 
Meriden, Connecticut 
Dean Junior College 
KAVA Club 




“To be honest, as this world goes, is to be 
one man picked out of ten thousand.’’ 

Shakespeare 


1961- 1962 Dramatics, commencement play; KAVA 

Suppers; Softball, second team; Physical 
Fitness Award; Father-Daughter Talent 
.Show. 

1962- 1963 Ski Club; KAVA Suppers; New Hampton 

Dance Committee; Senior Fair; Octet, 
listener; Hospital Volunteer; Father-Daugh- 
ter Talent Show; Dramatic Set Productions; 
Water Ballet, backstage; Volleyball Team; 
Basketball, manager; Softball, second team. 




1 iger 

NANCY ELIZABETH SCANNELL 
131 Holyrood Avenue 
Lowell, Massachusetts 
Simmons College 
CAE Club 

Vice-President of French Club 




“ Nothing is impossible to a willing heart.’’ 

Hey wood 


1960- 1961 Bear and Lion; Honor iRoll; Softball, second 

team; Senior Luncheon Committee; Lather- 
Daughter Day Committee; Orphan Party; 
Honorable Mention in Current Events; 
Dramatics. 

1961- 1962 Bear and Lion, editor; Honor Roll; Senior 

Luncheon Committee; Dramatics and 
Make-up. 

1962- 1963 Splinters, literary board; French Club, vice- 

president; Senior Fair; French Club Fashion 
Show; Water Ballet, script committee; Prom 
Committee; Hockey, manager; Volleyball, 
second team; Basketball; Softball, second 
team; Field Day Team; Dramatics, acting 
and makeup; Class Day Committee; Honor- 
able Mention for Dramatics Prize, Honor- 
able Mention for Katherine Whitten Mac- 
Gay Literary Prize. 



“Tish" 

DIANA ELLEN TICHY 
560 Lake Avenue 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
CAE Club 



“Honesty rare as a man without self-pity, 
Kindness as large and plain as a 
prairie wind.” 

Benet 



1959- 1960 Usher at Commencement Musicale. 

1960- 1961 Commencement Play; New Hampton 

Dance Committee. 

1961- 1962 Hockey, second team; Glee Club; Physical 

Fitness Award; Usher at Commencement 
Play. 

1962- 1963 New Hampton Dance Committee; Clee 

Club; CAE Supper Committee; French 
Club. 



“Connie” 

CONSTANCE TUCKER 
682 Sunningdale Drive 
Grosse Pointe Woods, Michigan 


Marjorie Webster Junior College 
CAE Club 


"Choice word and measured phrase above 
the reach of ordinary men.’ 

Wordsworth 


1961- 1962 Hockey; Basketball; Volleyball; Tennis; 

Bear and Lion. 

1962- 1963 Splinters, literary staff. 





Lisa 

ELISABETH THAYER WALKER 
1508 South Shore Drive 
Erie, Pennsylvania 
Katharine Gibbs School 
KAVA Club 



“The music that can deepest reach , and 
cure all ill, is cordial speech .” 

Emerson 



1961- 1962 Student Council; Dramatics; Typing Award; 

Physical Fitness Award; KAVA Banquet 
Committee; Art of the Week. 

1962- 1963 French Club; Dramatics; Water Ballet 

Committee; Father-Daughter Committee; 
Senior Fair Committee; KAVA Suppers; 
Hospital Volunteer. 



“Vicky” 

VICKERY WANTY 
3956 Bay wood Drive 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 
CAE Club 

President of the Spanish Club 


“How sweet and gracious, even in 
common speech, 

Is that fine sense which all men call 
courtesy.” 

Fields 


1960- 1961 Softball; Cheerleading Mascot; Dramatics: 

Fall Play and Commencement Play; CAE 
Dinners; Father-Daughter Day Skit; Orpan 
Party Committee; Commencement Chair 
Committee. 

1961- 1962 CAE Softball Team, captain; Cheerleading 

Mascot; Basketball, second team; Dramatics, 
Spring play; Commencement Play; Father- 
Daughter Skit; CAE Dinners: Commence- 
ment Flower Committee. 

1962- 1963 Softball, second team, captain; Volleyball 

Team, manager; Founder’s Day Team, cap- 
tain; Senior Fair; Typing Award; Dramatics, 
Spring Play; Commencement Play; Hush- 
Hush Drive Committee; Father-Daughter 
Committee; Cheerleading Mascot; CAE 
Dinners; Honorable Mention for Dramatics 
Award. 



" Little Wilk” 

LINDA LEYLAND WILKINSON 
58 Osgood Street 
North Andover, Massachusetts 
Katharine Gibbs School 
KAVA Club 



“Many small make a great.’’ 

Heywood 



1959- 1960 Hockey Team; Cheerleading; Father- 

Daughter Day Skit; Usher for Commence- 
ment Play. 

1960- 1961 Hockey Team; Cheerleading; Typing 

Award. 

1961- 1962 Hockey Team; Cheerleading; Music Com- 

mittee for Water Ballet; Usher for Com- 
mencement Play. 

1962- 1963 Hockey, second team; KAVA Cheerleading, 

captain; French Club; Wee-Skis; Stunt 
Committee for Water Ballet; Splinters, 
business staff; Senior Fair; Exeter Dance 
Committee. 


( 



"Judes” 

JUDITH ANN WILSON 
1270 Andover Street 
North Tewksbury, Massachusetts 
Green Mountain Junior College i 
CAE Club I 

Vice-President of CAE Club 

i 


“ Charms strike the sight but merit wins 
the soul.” 

Pope 


1959- 1960 Volleyball; Basketball, second team. 

1960- 1961 Hockey, second team; Volleyball, second 

team; Basketball, second team; Swimming; 
Softball; R. H. Award. 

1961- 1962 Hockey, second team, captain; Volleyball; 

Basketball, second team, captain; Swimming; 
Softball; Tennis; R. H. Award; Head Usher 
at Commencement; Father-Daughter Dav 
Skit. 

1962- 1963 Hockey; Volleyball; Basketball; Swimming; 

Softball; Tennis; Dramatics; Prom Com- 
mittee; French Club; Founder’s Day Track 
Team; Red Cross Swimmer Award; R. H. 
Award. 



“Debbie" 

DEBORAH JEAN WOOD 
4731 Azalea Way South 
St. Petersburg, Florida 
Rollins College 
CAE Club 



“Good to be meree and wise.' 

Heywood 



1961- 1962 Bear and Lion; Glee Club; Dramatics; 

Swimming; Christmas Chorus; Water Ballet; 
Senior Luncheon Committee; Lowell Gen- 
eral Hospital Volunteer; Current Events 
Prize, Honorable Mention; Music Apprecia- 
tion Prize, Honorable Mention. 

1962- 1963 Splinters, literary board; Dramatics; Spanish 

Club; Ski Club; Hockey, second team; 
Volleyball, captain; Field Day; Swimming; 
Senior Fair; Lowell General Hospital Volun- 
teer; Father’s Weekend Committee; Current 
Events Panel; Class Day Committee; Red 
Cross Swimmer Award; Senior Lifesaving; 
Neatness Award; Current Events Award; 
Dramatics, Honorable Mention; Class Will. 



"Dottle 

DOROTHY PRIDE WOOD 
4731 Azalea Way South 
St. Petersburg, Florida 
Rollins College 
CAE Club 



"Common sense is not so common /' 

Voltaire 


1961- 1962 Student Council; Glee Club; Bear and Lion; 

Dramatics, backstage; Hockey, second team; 
Swimming team; Andover Dance Commit- 
tee; Commencement Play Usher; Lowell 
General Hospital Volunteer; Honorable 
Mention for Current Events Prize; Honor- 
able Mention for Music Appreciation. 

1962- 1963 Splinters, literary board; Spanish Club; Ski 

Club; Dramatics; Hockey; Volleyball; Bas- 
ketball, second team; Field Day; Swimming, 
captain; Senior Fair; Lowell General Hospi- 
tal Volunteer; Current Events Panel, moder- 
ator; New Hampton Dance Committee; 
Class Day Committee; Class Will; Red 
Cross Swimmer Award; R. H. Award; 
Neatness Award. 



SENIOR PLACE CARDS 


Miss Ramsay 

“Thank Heaven For Little Girls’’ 
Never on Thursday 
Now, really girls! 

Badger 

“Misty” 

Bowdoin Belle 

Here’s the Mistletoe, but where’s 
Holly? 

Boyce 

“Joyce To The World" 

Eyeshadow 
Baby Talk 
Clough 

“Now The Day Is Over" 

Bombing In Her Buick 
Sink or Swim? 

Delaney 

“The Hvmn of Freedom" 
Champagne Music Maker 
It's What’s Up Front That Counts!. 
Fassett 

“It’s Dark on Observatory Hill" 
Vogue Model 
Passion For Pastromi 
Flammer 

“Mountain Greenery" 

Pioeon Feathers, where? 

Big Bopper 
Funk 

“You’ll Never Walk Alone" 

Stand-in for Tippie Hedren 
Moo-Moo 
Geer 

“Cat On A Hot Tin Roof" 

Delights In Pussycats 
Early Bird Catches The Worm 
Godley 

“Sukiaki" 

Crutches And Ski Poles 
Iridescently Orange 
Greene, J. 

“It’s Four O’Clock In The Morning" 
Faculties For Drawing 
Yoyful Yudy 
Greene, S. 

“Davs Of Wine And Roses" 
Verbose 

Qu’avez-vous dit? 

Grinnell, P. 

“I’ve Got A Lot of Living To Do" 
Slivers And Silver Fingernails 
French Cuisine, Anyone? 

Hall 

“Ricochet Romance" 

Giggles Galore 
Raid Kills Rodents 
Hockmeyer 
“One Boy" 

New England Expatriate 
Charlie’s Sister 
Hodgkinson 

“Portrait Of My Love" 

Darting Around On Skis 
Maine-liner 
Knight 

“Let It Snow" 

Sea-gullible 

Does She Or Doesn’t She? 


Koch 

“Too Many Rules" 

Bologna and Swiss Cheese 
“Come On, You Guys" 

Koser 

“Chip, Chip" 

Ads From Dads 

Ground Sticks, Ground Sticks, 

Chop Sticks 

Krueger 

“What Is This Thing Called Love?" 
Youkon Explorer 
“But I Don’t Understand!" 
McGovern 

“Don’t Fence Me In" 

Individualism 
The NomRussian Mr. K 
Orchard 

“I’ll Be With You In Apple 
Blossom Time" 

That First Period Attack of Illness 
Linguistic Triangle 
Paine 

“Bobby’s Girl" 

Highbrow, Lowbrow, No brow 
Pillow Talk 
Sargent 

“Talk To Me" 

Trigific 

The Sergeant-at-Arms 
ScANNELL 

“Hold That Tiger’’ 

What A Life Saverl 
Big Four Isn’t a Crowd 
Tichy 

“Fever" 

Bleacher Screecher 
That Ain’t Funny But It Sure 
Is Corny 
Tucker 

“Love Letters In The Sand" 
Winnie The Pooh 
Posture Class Reject 
Walker 

“Allegheny Moon" 

Mona Liserrr 
Contemporary Cumulator 
Wanty 

“Gypsy Rover’’ 

“Catcher In The CAE" 

Spanish Deserter 
Wilkinson 

“Wild Weekend" 

Brownie 

The shift: From Dress To Car 
Wilson 

“Island In The Sun" 

In The Red And White 
Snoopy 
Wood, De. 

“The Naughty Lady of Shady Lane" 
The Devil’s Disciple 
Night Crawler 
Wood, Do. 

“Two Faces Have I" 

Sonv Weather In New England 
Frustrated Knitter 

JD 

NS 


THE FOUR PSYCHOLOGICAL STAGES 
OF A ROGERS HALL STUDENT 


THE ROMANTIC KRESHMEN 

As freshmen, we were perpetual optimists who peered at the world with 
rose-colored glasses. We had an imperious certainty in our opinions and attitudes. 
We believed for example, that anything attempted by an American was inevitably 
successful and that with a little effort all the major problems of the world could be 
easily solved. We had opinions about EVERYTHING. You simply had to hint 
that you were interested in some obscure problem, and we then told you ALL 
about it. 

This w'as the year that we weaned ourselves from The American Girl 
and discovered the romantic ladies of history. In the eighth grade our heroines had 
been Florence Nightingale, Clara Barton, and Juliette Low. In the ninth they were 
Helen of Troy, Cleopatra, and Princess Grace. We did not know the dates of the 
important battles of the ancient world, but we did know the intimate details of the 
lives of the ancient fennmes fatales. 

In short, as freshmen we had become romanticists. We were enveloped in a 
pink cloud which simultaneously colored our view of the world and protected us 
from that world. 


THE CONFUSED SOPHOMORES 

As sophomores that cloud began to lose its pinkish cast and its cushioning 
effect. When \\*e studied the importance of point of view in literature, we dis- 
covered that, unlike us, all the world did not see rosy tints. The study of geography 
expanded our horizons, and we conceded that the solving of the problems of the 
world might take a little longer. General Science taught us the importance of facts 
and evidence. As a result, we hesitated over the very questions we had leaped to 
answer as freshmen. In brief, we were thoroughly confused. Our favorite reading 
matter was, of course, The Catcher in the Rye. 

As the pink cloud had disintegrated around us, we had in turn gone into a 
state of shock. We were half-adult and half-child. Even the adult half was not 
permanent, for we alternated between splitting down the middle and splitting across 
the middle. This was the year that our parents and teachers held us together. 


THE PSEUDO-SOPHISTICATED JUNIORS 

As juniors our defense mechanisms operated at high speed. To answer the 
question of which half was the adult half, we had painstakingly designed adult 
roles for ourselves. WE were individuals designed from our own mental images. 
With us, form had become more important than substance. It was not what you said 
that mattered but the way in which it was said. We not only developed accents but 
also developed elaborate hairdos, which could only be cared for in Boston, and ward- 
robes which could only be purchased in New York. Naturally we took our spring 
vacations in the Caribbean and allowed ourselves to be seen only with college 
UPPERCLASSMEN, particularly of thel continental tvpe. Our favorite reading was 
esoteric poetrv and our favorite word “symbolism.” If one asked us for an opinion on 
important questions, our answer was, invariably, “You would not understand.” 

In our self-imposed, synthetic sophistication, we were somewhat alienated 
from our environment. This was the year in which we found Rogers Hall im- 
possible, the underclassmen boorish, and the seniors immature and unsophisticated. 
We doubted publicly and frequently that we would ever return. 

THE APATHETIC SENIORS 

Like our fellow classmen everywhere, we did, however, return in September, 
mumbling excuses about being too busy to make other plans. By October, we had 
lost all traces of the pseudo-selves we had so deliberately cultivated as juniors. 
What remained was merely a homogenous glob, for we lacked the enthusiasm and 
romanticism of our freshmen selves, the honest confusion of our sophomore selves, 
and the protective sophistication of our junior selves. If we were asked for an 
opinion, we invariably replied that we had ceased to think. When asked about that 
other sdx, we inevitably grimaced. When an attempt was made to engage us in 
conversation, we let it be known that we preferred meditation. In fact, we were 
fragmented, dejected, disillusioned, and so weary! 

With the coming of spring, however, something has happened to us. We 
have begun to think a little, to feel a little, and even to smile a little. There are 
signs that a new re-integration of personality is taking place. Knowing that next 
year we shall be freshmen once again, we seem to be spinning individual pink 
clouds. We know that no cloud will ever be so pink, so enveloping, or so protective 
as that of four years ago. In fact, at this point, we are willing to settle for a pink haze. 


CLASS WILL 


We the senior class of 1963, having emerged from pink clouds through fog 
into pink haze, do hereby bequeath to our diligent mentors and less diligent 
undergraduates our most cherished possessions. 

To Miss Ramsay we leave a more cooperative senior class. 

To Miss McEnery we leave our supply of College Pool acceptances in hopes 
they can be of use to the class of “64." 

To Miss Alexander we leave senior corridor occupied by juniors. 

To Mrs. Bentley we leave complete maid service for the chemistry lab. 

To Miss Bowes we leave 105 individualists in hopes that she can “team" them. 
To Mrs. Kinder we leave a miner’s helmet for patroling dark corridors. 

To Mrs. McMath we leave an air-raid siren for the pool. 

To Mrs. McGilvray we leave an automatic circuit breaker set for 10:45 p.m. 

To Mrs. Ruiter we leave an additional thirty-two alumnae to keep track of. 

To Mrs. Latour we leave an electric typewriter. 

To Miss Pulling we leave a dozen stainless steel desk-tops. 

To Mrs. Ray we leave an automatic stamp dispenser. 

To Mrs. Staten we leave all our unpaid phone bills. 

To Miss Smith we leave the history class of “64" in the re-ed. 

To Mrs. DeWolfe we leave the kitchen with a twenty-four hour guard. 

To Miss LeButt we leave a jazz-time recording of “Pomp and Circumstance." 
To Miss Phelps we leave the last half-hour of Dr. Kildare. 

To Mrs. Colpitts we leave an automatic answering service to eliminate twenty- 
four hour duty. 

To Madame Sturdza we leave a placid third flat. 

To Mrs. Worsham we leave condolences for the loss of her two stars. 

To Mrs. Shea we leave improved. 

To Mrs. Perl off we leave an art room burglar alarm. 

To Molly and Mary we leave a television set, bolted to the floor. 

To Bill and Manuel we leave a two-passenger power-mower. 

Holly Badger leaves her short-again, long- again hair-do to Wendy Hope. 

Pam Boyce leaves her blue mascara and smocks to Becky Bartlett. 

Evie Clough leaves the sign-out book to Charlotte Costello in hopes that she 
will remember what it’s for. 

Joan Delanev leaves snowball fights to next year’s back row. 

Martha Fassett leaves the infirmary to Pam Uihlein. 


Bonnie Flammer leaves seeing double. 

Carolyn Funk leaves with skis crossed. 

Sue Geer leaves her “little girl” look to Pat Eidam. 

Pattv Godlev leaves her colkiction of crutches, hot pack blankets, and ace band- 
ages to any equally-enthusiastic winter sports fan. 

Judy Greene leaves her supply of Gelucel tablets to Betty Poor. 

Sally Greene leaves with hopes for VICtory. 

Pam Grinnell leaves “grinning.” 

Barbie Hall leaves the “big three” on senior corridor to next year’s lucky 
occupants. 

Anne Hockmever leaves Charlie without R. H. connections. 

Ann Plodgkinson leaves her organizational ability to Louise Brooks. 

Gretchen Koch leaves for an inner-directed society. 

Barbie Knight leaves her taste for the bizarre to Liz Gregory in hopes that 
Brooks Brothers can remain solvent. 

Marcie Koser leaves for Wall Street after completing preliminary training as 
head of the Splinters Business Board. 

Crissie Krueger leaves, pulling herself away from Rogers Hall. 

Beth McGovern leaves by proxy. 

Anne Orchard leaves with Tom-Toms beating for Princeton. 

Nancv Paine leaves the goldfish from Senior Prom to Lee Palmer for safe 
keeping. 

Liz Sargent leaves her magic markers to whoever borrowed them. 

Nancv Scannell leaves the fourth bed in the “big four” emptv for a change. 
Diane Tichv leaves a soundproof phone booth to future occupants of the Hall. 
Connie Tucker leaves her inspiration from the Muses to Prue Carter. 

Lisa Walker leaves her Boston sister to next year’s undergrads. 

Vicky Wanty leaves her “piercing prowess” to future style-conscious students. 
Linda Wilkinson leaves for “Browner” pastures. 

Judv Wilson leaves to make room for the next Wilson. 

Debbie Wood leaves by way of the “big four” fire escape. 

Dottie Wood leaves New England overcast with scattered showers throughout 
the day, but subject to momentary change. 

Deborah Wood 


Dorothy Wood 


PROPHECY 


As the members of the class of 1963 leave Rogers Hall, we jump aboard a 
“time machine” and head into a future world. When the machine stops, we learn 
that Jack has remained in office for five additional years, that Bobby has presided 
for eight, and that Teddy has completed the dynasty with two terms. Thus, it is 
1984. It is also Founder’s Day at Rogers Hall and the occasion of the twenty-first 
reunion of our class. 

Our Big Sister, as the Rogers Hall headmistress is now called, is Sally Greene. 
She watches the alumnae arrive in her monitor, which also serves as her ubiquitous 
and never-failing council. (The 1963 student version of the council was useless, 
for Sally knew all the tricks of the trade.) 

Barbie Knight is the first to arrive. With her ten wig cases, she emerges from 
her private plane, which is piloted by none other than our own Gretchen Koch. 
Patty Godley soon tumbles into the yard on her air-powered, year-round skis, which 
are orange to match her conservative wardrobe. On a direct line from Andover Street 
streaks Evie Clough in her light blue monorail. 

As we follow the crowd to the escalator, we see a classmate who at first 
nervously refuses to attempt the moving staircase. Soon, however, she is riding up 
and down with great glee. It is, of course, Nancy Scannell amusing herself. Not 
affected by the automated staircase, Diana Tichy races to revisit her third-floor flat. 
Six identical girls, rushing to greet their mothers, nearly knock Diana down. Poor 
Diana had enough trouble confusing Dottie and Debbie, but now each of them 
has a set of triplets who are attending Rogers Hall as day students from Florida. 

Appropriately enough for a class whose commencement activities were high- 
lighted by a new dorm, the center of interest is now a new ultra-modern dorm 
to which all alums are being swept by conveyor belt. Judy Wilson is in such haste 
to see the new building that she dashes along the belt, onlv to be set off balance 
and into the lap of Barbie Hall who indulges in a giggling session that reminds us 
of 1963. We realize what fun must exist at the school now that the inclement 
weather which causes depression has been banished forever. A glass bubble top 
now envelopes the school from one comer of the electrified picket fence to the 
others. The reason for the fence is that the younger male set occasionally drop by 
helicopter on to the hockey field. The glass top keeps out not only the rain but 
also the nocturnal visitors. 

As we reach the ultra-modern dorm, we see Bill and television repairmen land- 
ing on the roof in his old 1964 model helicopter. A short circuit in the girls’ sets — 
a major catastrophe for television sets are now as numerous as radios were back in 
1963 — has produced the emergency. The electrical mystery is presently solved when 
Anne Hockmever’s daughter confesses to her grandmother that as she was trying 
to disengage the monitor system, she, unfortunately, got her wires crossed. 

As we at last enter the ultra-modern dorm and are greeted by its equally ultra- 
modern housemother, our own Caroline Funk, we are startled by a flash and a 
screech. It is Nancy Paine, the champion race car driver of the world, who has 
arrived on Astor Street. As we view the new rooms, we encounter Bonnie Flammer 
who is attempting to restore a student’s tape recorder to its proper frequency. Tape 


PROPHECY 


recorders are now important learning tools at Rogers Hall and are used for sub- 
liminal learning. Only on Saturdays are the students allowed to use them for other 
purposes. It appears, however, that one unfortunate girl pressed the forbidden jazz 
button on a Friday and that the monitor system automatically cut off her wave 
length. We leave Bonnie, assured that she will soon have the repairs made, for back 
in 1963 she was one of the three Rogers Hall pioneers in tape recorders. 

It is now time for luncheon. Strangely for us, the bell system is no longer in 
use. Instead, at any directed moment, the conveyer belt reverses direction and 
swoops unsuspecting souls off to “interesting” places. Martha Fassett, having 
changed for luncheon, appears in the very latest style — a disposable Dior with a 
retainable label. Sue Geer, a famous impersonator, will be honored as a “show biz 
great” with another of our class, who, characteristically, is a “bit late.” Just as all 
are seated, Beth McGovern scurries into the dining room and explains that she had 
a morning rehearsal in London. 

Much to our surprise, luncheon consists of a beautifully arranged platter of 
various pills. It appears that food no longer nourishes one’s body and that chefs no 
longer cook. The main emphasis of nutritionists is in pill-arranging. But Pam 
Grinnell steals into the kitchen for seconds anyway. 

Our class speaker for the afternoon is Liz Sargent. She not only reminisces 
about the grand times the class had at Rogers Hall but also recounts the grand con- 
tributions to society which they have collectively made. Music appreciation classes 
are now conducted throughout the world by Joan Delaney, who is considered an 
authority on thei now out-of-date “folk music” and the antiquated Bossa Nova. Judv 
(Rockwell) Greene is also internationally-known for her caricatures of famous 
people. Also included in our list of celebrities are Connie Tucker, a Pulitzer Prize 
winner for her poetry and Pam Boyce, whose modeling techniques have revitalized 
posture classes everywhere. As Liz concludes her talk, the luncheon adjourns, and 
another page has been added to the annals of Rogers Hall. 

The next event takes place at the pool. There we learn that the pool is no 
longer used for swimming and that bathing and water sports went out with the ad- 
vent of supersonic cleaning. The pool has consequently become the ideal spot for 
guppy races, which are the newest form of gambling. Chris Krueger is ecstatic at 
the prospect of the races, for she is the President of the National Guppy Gulpers 
Association. Two roommates of yesteryear, Holly Badger and Lisa Walker, have bet 
their bottom robots on the race in hopes of winning the prize, W'hich is a compact 
space ship! Vicky Wanty, on the other hand, appears totally baffled by the new' 
sport as her Bohemian homeland has not yet adopted this new' fad. The raqes end 
dramatically w'hen Marcie Koser, the guppies’ trainer, is pushed into the pool by 
Anne Hodgkinson’s five little boys. 

As the time comes for the departure of our class, tw'o members of the class 
linger on. They are Linda Wilkinson and Anne Orchard, w'ho are remaining to 
take the guided tour of Rogers Hall. It seems that they never stayed long enough 
to do so in the good old days of 1963. 


Pamela J. Grinnell 






KEY TO BABY PICTURES 


1. 

Sally Greene 

2. 

Holly Badger 

3. 

Chris Krueger 

4. 

Ann Hodgkinson 

5. 

Pam Boyce 

6. 

Connie Tucker 

7. 

Liz Sargent 

8. 

Pam Grinnell 

9. 

Gretchen Koch 

10. 

Dottie Wood 

11. 

Debbie Wood 

12. 

Patty Godley 

13. 

Bonnie Flammer 

14. 

Ann Orchard 

15. 

Martha Fassett 

16. 

Evie Clough 

17. 

Joan Delaney 

18. 

Nancy Paine 

19. 

Sue Geer 

20. 

Lisa Walker 

21. 

Diana Tichv 

22. 

Judy Greene 

23 

Barbi Hall 

24. 

Caroline Funk 

25. 

Marcie Koser 

26. 

Barbara Knight 

27. 

Linda Wilkinson 

28. 

Vicky Wanty 

29. 

Judy Wilson 

30. 

Nancy Scannell 

31. 

Beth McGovern 

32. 

Anne Hockmever 






No, No, I don’t want to go to 
French class!! 



Where’s the Kaopeciate ? 



Miss Rheingold 



Don’t tell me the Nazis lost! 



$120.00 for Elastics??? 



"My Name is Joan Bagz” 



Skiing, Anyone? 



Spanish Test 



— and leave the driving to Fum 






he Library is for studying . . .? 



A little late . . . But I’m here 


1 want to watch Dr. Kildaire ! 



Tweety . . . you can’t fly!! 



Drink her down . . . 





What do you mean 

study hall?? 


If she walks through 
one more time - - - 




After 



Where angels fear to tread 


Now run along • - - 





If 




They're only for appearance's 

sake. 
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They said that we could 
volunteer our clothes! 
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Me 

Preppy? 


Which way to Martin’s ? 


“ Little David" . . . Again! 


At least 1 try . . . 


Only their hairdresser knows . . .? 


Thursday at last! 
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SENIOR SUPERLATIVES 


HOLLY BADGER 
Most Feminine 

PAM BOYCE 
Best Figure 

EVIE CLOUGH 
Quietest 

JOAN DELANEY 
Best Singer 

MARTHA FASSETT 
Most Sophisticated 

BONNIE FLAMMER 
Best Dancer 

CAROLINE FUNK 
Most Outgoing 

SUE GEER 

Most Mischievous 

PATTY GODLEY 
Best Natured 

JUDY GREENE 
Best Artist 

SALLY GREENE 
Most Casual 

PAM GR1NNELL 

Most Likely To Succeed 

BARBIE HALL 
Cutest 

ANNE HOCKMEYER 
Best Looking 

ANN HODGKINSON 
Best Dressed 

BARBIE KNIGHT 
Most Gullible 


GRETCHEN KOCH 
Most Organized 

MARCIE KOSER 
Most Business-Like 

CHRIS KRUEGER 
Most Enthusiastic 

beth McGovern 

Most Individualistic 

ANNE ORCHARD 
Most Unpredictable 

NANCY PAINE 
Most Sincere 

LIZ SARGENT 
Best Speaker 

NANCY SCANNELL 
Best Blusher 

DIANA TICHY 
Best Sport 

CONNIE TUCKER 
Most Likely To Be First Married 

LISA WALKER 

Most Dependable 

VICKEY WANTY 
Most Frivilous 

LINDA WILKINSON 
Most Sociable 

JUDY WILSON 
Peppiest 

DEBBIE WOOD 
Wittiest 

DOTTIE WOOD 
Most Sardonic 







Mrs. Louise Whitten Staten 

SECRETARY 



Mrs. Lucy Fowle Ruiter 

ALUMNAE SECRETARY 



Miss Marion F. McEnery 
B. A., Wellesley College 
M. Ed., Boston University 

DIRECTOR OF STUDIES 



Mrs. Anna V. Ray 
B. S. in Education, Boston University 
A. M., Boston University 

FINANCIAL SECRETARY 






Mrs. Olive Bouve DeWolf 

DIETITIAN 



Mrs. Minnie Colpitts, R. N. 
Waltham Training School for Nurses 

RESIDENT NURSE 


Miss Carolyn F. Bowes 
Marjorie Webster Junior College 

PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


Miss Dorothy A. LeButt 
New England Conservatory of Music 
Concord Summer School of Music 
Pupil of Richard Stevens and 
Nadia Boidanger 

PIANO, HARMONY, GLEE CLUB, 
AND MUSIC APPRECIATION 






Miss Doris Alexander 
B. A., Wellesley College 
M. A., Columbia University 
MATHEMATICS 



Mrs. Dorothy Kinder 
A. B. Wellesley College 

REMEDIAL READING 



Mrs. Charlotte Knowles Bentley 
A. B., Smith College 

SCIENCE 



Mrs. Nina B. Latour 
Former Secretary to the 
President of the Union National Bank 
shorthand and typewriting 


I 



Mrs. Marion McGilvray 
B. S., Framingham State College 

HOUSEMOTHER AND 
GENERAL MATHEMATICS 



Mrs. Dorothy I. Perloff 
B. F. A., Ohio State University 
M. A., Ohio State University 

ART AND HISTORY OF ART 



Miss Dorothy Phelps 
B. A., University of New Hampshire 

LATIN, FRENCH, AND ANCIENT HISTORY 



Miss Anne Dorland Pulling 
A.B . , New York State College for 1 eachers 
M.A., Middlebury College Spanish School 
University of Puerto Rico 

FRENCH AND SPANISH 


r 





Mrs. Rita M. Shea 
A.B., A.M., Radcliffe College 

ENGLISH 



Miss Elizabeth Smith 
B.A., Sweet Briar College 

HISTORY AND CURRENT EVENTS 



Mme. Zoe Sturdza 
Sfantu Sava, Bucharest, Rumania 

FRENCH 



\ 

Mrs. Dorothy A. Worsham 
A. B., Boston University College of 
Liberal Arts 


DRAMATICS AND ENGLISH 
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UNDERGRADUATE SONG 


Tune: "If I Loved You’ 1 


School is ending 

Soon we must part from the friends we’ve made. 
But we’ll never forget 
All the mem’ries 

That we have shared in this past year, 

Plus the spirit you’ve shown. 

In CAE and KAVA vou were loval and true, 
And when we needed help we turned to you. 
Senior sisters, 

We want to wish you the best of cheer 
As you venture onward. 

And we thank vou, 

Senior sisters. 


Louise Brooks 




Freshman Class 




CLASS REPRESENTATIVES 



Junior Class Officers 
Vice-President Sandy Canfield 
President Ginny Martin 


Sophomore Class Officers 
Vice-President Margie Grinnell 
President Moffie Warren 



Freshman Class Officers 
Vice-President Polly Fletcher 
President Andy Swett 



ciivmes 



CALENDAR 


September 


19 The Beginning of the School Year 
First Kitchen Raid 

Miss Ramsay must hope that we will be as eager in fulfilling our educational 
responsibilities as we are in filling our stomachs. 

20 The Beginning of Classes — Two heads are better than one. 


22 Singing Beach Pizza Party 

We leaped headlong into the sea 
Regardless of where we wanted to be. 


October 

3-4 Initiation — “Beware, as long as you live, of judging people by appear- 
ances” was our thought for the day. 

9 LJndergrad Ceremony — The Seniors became the happy sisters of the 
undergrads! 

10 The Educational Tour of Plymouth, Lexington, Concord and Siur- 
bridge Village — We took a day off to learn of the New England heritage 
surrounding us. 

14 Senior Dinner at “Olde Coach Inn” 

“Whereas mightv roast beef was the Englishman’s food”, lobster was the 
New Englishman’s food. 

20 PSAT’s — The beginning of the end for the juniors. 

23-24 Senior Pictures — We hoped that we wouldn’t break the camera. 

27 Treasure Hunt Dinner — After searching for our food, we camped out 
under a tree and feasted. 


November 

4 Sophomore Class - Peter, Paul and Mary 
“Puff” would walk “A Hundred Miles” 

Just to see the sophomore’s smiles. 

5-9 CAE Spirit Week 
9 - CAE Dinner 
Our cheers for CAE 
Will never die! 

12 Second Team Hockey — “A Lion among ladies” seemed to be the “most 
dreadful thing” for CAE. 

16 First Team Hockey 
KAVA Dinner 

The Bears and Lions fought hard todav, 

But the Lions beat the 1 Bears just a little wav. 

17 Thanksgiving Plays 

The Old Lady Shows Her Medals 
The Flittermouse 
Tears fell in tragedy, 

Laughter pealed in comedv. 

19 Hockey Banquet 

“And pomp, and feast, and revelry 
With gowns and antique pageantrv” 

21-26 Thanksgiving Vacation — We were thankful for many things, most of all, 
for vacation. 

Sophomore Bake Sale and Rummage Sale 
“Pat-a-cake, pat-a-cake, baker’s man 
Bake me a cake as fast as you can.” 


27 


December 

1 SAT's — Seniors 
Andover Dance 

The thing that saved the day was the Andover Dance, 

It helped our transformation from an intelligent to a snowy trance. 

7 Junior-Senior Party 

The juniors surprised the seniors with a treat, 

Thev threw a partv that was reallv beat!! 

16 Christmas Vespers 

Senior Ring Ceremony — Bells seemed to ring as we finally received our 
Senior Rings. 

18 Christmas Play and Dinner 

Our Christmas spirit was brightened even more with the thought of going 
home. 

January 

8 The Re-openinc. of School — Good Gravy!! Mid years aren’t that close, 
are they?? 

12 Achievements — “Still achieving, still pursuing 

Learning to Labour and to WAIT.” 

13 Glee Club at Mr. Scalise's Church 

The Glee Club sounded like Angels, and they couldn’t have been in a 
better place. 

14 Second Team Volleyball — To the Bears belong the spoils! 

16 First Team Volleyball — Red and White came through again! 

18 Skating Party 

Burning logs, cocoa and skates 
Proved to be most enjoyable mates. 

19 Exeter Dance and Glee Club 
Many said that they would prefer 
To have ALL dances with Exeter! 

24 CAE Dinner 

The dinner proved to be a success 
It relieved the mid- year worry and stress! 

✓ j 

28-31 Mid-Year Exams — Talk about acid tests! Well, now we’ll have a short rest. 
31 Ski Trip — The chaperones had as much fun as we did! 

February 

4 The Return to Classes — “I don’t believe it! I thought I had flunked!” 

8 KAVA Dinner 

Let’s not eat too much at the dinner, 

Or we’ll find our figures not getting thinner! 

15-17 Senior Ski Trip 

Ouch! In the snow we found that instead 
Of stopping with a plow, we had used our head! 

16 The Sophomore Party 

The sophomores weren’t up to deviltry 
They cleaned the school voluntarily! 

25 The Epidemic — “Whenever an epidemic of physical disease starts to spread, 
the community approves and joins in the quarantine of the patients in older 
to protect the health of the community against the spread of the disease.” — 
It DIDN’T work!!! 


March 

1 Sophomore Ski Trip 
Learning to ski is “such” a thrill 
With all those tumbles down the hill. 

2 SAT’s — Juniors 
Bingo Night 

The juniors were surrounded with numbers night and day. 

5 Seniors’ Coffee at Miss Ramsay’s House — Miss Ramsay is a most 
gracious hostess!!! 

7 Junior Tea for the Faculty — “There are few hours in life more agreeable 
than the hour dedicated to the ceremony known as afternoon tea.” 

9 New Hampton Concert and Dance 
Andover and Exeter we forgot 
New Hampton now was our only thought. 

13 Miss LeButt’s Piano Recital — Miss LeButt and her pupils deserve a lot 
of credit. 

Spring Plays — Beginning of Vacation 
Antic Spring 
Elizabeth and Essex 

Will O’ the Wisp — The Eleventh Hour had come and passed! 

April 

3 Return to School 

Your gorgeous tans look so healthy, 

That I beg you, please, don’t stand near me! 

4 Senior Dresses 

Oh, the rustle of chiffon 
As we tried our dresses on. 

6 Sound of Music — Sophomores 

Slave Auction — Seniors — The undergrads plotted what they could do 
to us on Tuesday. 

8 Second Team Basketball 
A tisket, a tasket 

How hard to make a basket! 

Congratulations, CAE!! 

10 First Team Basketball 
Basketball Banquet 
This cup meant a lot to KAVA. 

12 Ayer Girls Move Into New Dormitory 
As the girls moved in, excitement reigned 
The happiness of all was plain. 

13 Exeter Dorm Dance — A chance to see Exeter again! 

20 Father - Daughter Weekend 

The best looking date we’ve ever had 
Proved to be none other than our own dad. 

21 La Traviata 

Those high notes impressed us so 
That we eagerly jumped to yell BRAVO!! 

27 CAE — “Gidget Goes Hawaiian” 

So many of us said that we wished we could surf, 

That the excused-from-swimming girls to Mrs. Colpitts gave mirth! 


3 "Bye, Bye Birdie” — Andover 

We wished that R. H. this plav would do 
But the question about plaving Conrad — Who?? 

4 Founder’s Day 

"Oh, that’s mv room” — one face lit! 

"Glory be, it hasn’t changed a BIT!!” 

Senior Fair 

Selling scarfs, aprons, banners and pillows fancy, 
Afterwards — sighs of relief from Anne and Nancy. 
French Club Fashion Show 
Entrez a Paris, s’il vous plait 
Ou les belles robes vous verrez! 

1 7 Prom 

Huts, bridges, lua-aus, pools and flowers 
Made Prom wonderful, despite external showers. 

20-24 Review Week for Final Exams 
Cramming won’t work, 

But it doesn’t hurt. 

20 Second Team Softball 

Some found that the ball thev threw 
Would not go where they willed it to. 

Congratulations, CAE!! 

22 First Team Softball 

Both teams made a tremendous try 
But in the end, the victor was CAE. 

24 Swimming Meet 

Shouts of joy as both teams met 
Then came shouts of “You’re all wet!!” 

24 CAE Dinner 

Barbie and Judy thought one last dinner break 
Would help before exams we did take. 

27-30 Final Exams 

The South must have won the war 
Bv burning Yorktown with H 2 S0 4 . 

Oh no, that could not be so — 

But the correct answers we DID know — — somewhere. 

30 CAE-KAVA Dinner 

Cakes, vases and mugs seemed to be just fine 
For both Barbies, Judy and even Caroline. 

31 Spelling Bee 

The seniors won with Chris Krueger’s 
Helpful spelling of "onomatopoeia.” 

Senior Sister-Undergrad Ceremony 
At the thought of goodbye, manv tears fell 
But vanished to surprise Bill and Manuel. 


June 

1 Singing Beach 

We were warned not to get too much sun, 

For putting on makeup wouldn’t be fun. 

2 Musicale 

Voices both high and low 
Blended with the piano. 

Class Parties 

Buses carried girls off to Latham’s and Elwell’s 
While others went to Stevens’ and Grinnell’s. 

3 Senior Luncheon 

How manv things on this SONY day 
Were discovered bv Miss Ramsay. 

Class Day Activities 
Many surprises added to the bliss. 

Then the seniors presented their metamorphosis. 
Commencement Play 

Receiving the clapping, the plavers weren’t the only ones, 
For they had to compete with the mosquito battalions. 

Last Kitchen Raid 

Mrs. DeWolf must have a pet peeve — 

Because the food no one ever leaves. 

4 Commencement 

Make new friends, but keep the old. 

One is silver and the other’s gold. 


Nancy Scannell 



Student Council 

Front Row — Greene, J., Koch, Miss Ramsay and Flammer. 

Second Roxv — Regnery, Knight, J., Clough, E., Hodgkinson, Foster, Martin, 
Larmon and Osborn. 



Splinters 

Front Row — Greene, J., Funk, Koser, Grinnell, P., (Editor), McGovern, S., 
(Co-Editor), Hodgkinson. 

Middle Row — Greene, S., Orchard, Hockmeyer, Krueger, Paine, Koch, Scanned, 
Wood, Do. 

Back Row — Wilkinson, Boyce, Fassett, Geer, Delaney, Badger, Wood, De. 



F 



The Little Instau ration 
Front Roiv — Reader, McGovern, S., Canfield, Osborn. 

Middle Row — Foil well, Brver, (Business Editor), Warren, Regnery, (Editor), 
Dickinson, (Photography Editor). 

Back Row — Frisselle, Rowell, Nichols, Boynton, Street, Bvam, Brooks, Anderson, 
Eidem, Carter, Grinnell, M., Leighton, Robinson. 



R. H. Negatives 

Front Row — Dickinson, Paine, Delaney, (President), Greene, J., Regnery 
Back Row — Knight, B., Koser, Badger, Bryer, Parrish. 



Glee Club 



Front Rcw — Flammer, Rowell, Osborn, Folwell, Larmon, Smalldon, Callman, 
McMillan, Bryer (Vice-President), Miss LeButt, (Director), Fassett, (President), 
Orchard, Cornwall, Crabb, Robinson, Dickinson, Swett. 

Middle Row — Comins, Hodgkinson, Latham, Meister, Eisman, Grinnell, M., 
Marsh, M., Laten, Marsted, Greene, S., Schliebus, Nichols, Boyce, Knight B. 
Back Roi v — Parrish, Caney, Palmer, Boas, McGintv, Koser, Hockmeyer, Badger, 
Uihlein, Hope, Bynam, Krueger, Costello, Tichy, Carter. 



Ski Club 

Front Roil? — Wood, Do, Matherson, Carter, Rohloft, Dickinson, (Vice-President), 
Godley, (President), Hodgkinson, Wood, De. 

Middle Row — Funk, Nichols, Baker, Greene S., Marsted, Callman, Larmon. 

Back Ron? — Sargent, Knight, B., Fassett, Marsh, M., Flail, Osborn, Uihlein, 
Rowell, Caney, Shearer, Wantv, McLaud, Gregory, Henderson, Mallory, Hope, 
Krueger, Swett, Parrish, Koser, Bryer, Koch. 



French Club 

Front Row — Hall, Marsted, (Secretary-Treasurer), Greene, S., (President), Scan- 
ned, (Vice-President), Wilson. 

Middle Row — Hockmeyer, Robinson, Fassett, Regnery, Callman, Orchard, Koser, 
Wilkinson. 

Back Roxv — Walker, Flammer, Marsh, S., Rowell, Begg, Gregory, Badger, Uihlein. 



Spanish Club 

Front Row — Boynton, Larmon, Wanty, (President), Parrish, (Vice-President), 
Krueger, Rohloff, Wood, De, Costello. 

Back Roip — Cornwall, Funk, Gregory, Clough, E., Hodgkinson, Wood, Do. 




Cae Club 



Cae Club President Barbie Hall 
Vice-President Judy Wilson 




Kava Club 



Kava Club President Barbie Knight 
Vice-President Caroline Funk 


FIRST TEAM HOCKEY 


The noses of the Bears and Lions appeared a bit more iced than during the 
second team game, but the nippy air seemed to add vigor on either side of the 
field. Marcie Koser was in excellent form, along with her opponent in blue, Liz 
Gregory. The blue side cheered its team on to win 5 to 4. 


Cae 

Anderson 

Boas 

Delaney (captain) 

Hall 

Koser 

Marsted 

Warren 

Wilson 

Wood, Dot 

Hockey Manager: Scanned, N 


Kava 

Baker 

Frisselle 

Funk 

Godley 

Gregory (captain) 

Hope 

Knoght, B. 

Martin 

Palmer 

Brooks for Godley 

Hockey Manager: McGovern, M. 


SECOND TEAM HOCKEY 

The new field was christened by a burst of energy from both sides. The 
weather maintained a fair form throughout the fast-moving game as Martha Stevens 
and Ginny Folwell battled the game out for opposite sides. Kava victoriously ended 
the match with a score of 2 over Cae’s 1 . 


Cae 

Canfield 

Carter 

Elwell 

Henderson 

Parrish 

Regnery 

Stevens (captain) 
Swett 

Wood, Deb. 

Grinned, P. for Carter 


Kava 

Dickinson (captain) 

Fowell 

Hockmeyer 

Krueger 

Mallory 

Marsh, S. 

Poor 

Shearer 

Wilkinson 



Cae Hockey Team 

Scanned, N., (Manager), Hall, Wood, Do., Koser, Marsted, Delaney, (Captain), 
Wilson, Boas, Warren, Anderson. 



Kava Hockey Team 

Brooks, Godley, Baker, Palmer, Hope, Gregory, (Captain), Knight, B., Frisselle, 
Funk, Martin, McGovern, B., (Manager). 




FIRST TEAM VOLLEYBALL 


With added enthusiasm held over from the previous game, the clubs shook the 
gym with cheering and stomping. As tension mounted, the skill did also, as shown 
by Muffie Warren and Ginny Martin. Each side fought to the fast-approaching 
finale. The game terminated at a score of 30 to 26 in Cae’s favor. 

Cae Kava 


Begg 
Delaney 
Greene, S. 

Hall 

Parrish 

Warren 

Wilson 

Wood, Deb (captain) 
Wood, Dot 

Volleyball Manager: Wanty 


Dickinson 
Gregory 
Hodgkinson 
Knight, B. 

Krueger 

Mallory 

Martin 

Palmer (captain) 

Poor 

Marsh, M. for Krueger 
Sargent for Martin 
Volleyball Manager: Geer 


SECOND TEAM VOLLEYBALL 

Thunderously, the game began, and none the less did it end as Bonnie Flammer 
kept her side going against Kava’s Sue Marsh and Kit Rowell. While all were 
hushed, the score was read as Cae 43, Kava 11 . 


Cae 

Callman 
Carter 
Clough, J. 

Costello 

Flammer (captain) 

McClaud 

Scanned, N. 

Stevens 

Swett 


Kava 

Baker 

Brooks 

Byam 

Comins 

Funk 

Hockmeyer (captain) 
Marsh, S. 

Robinson 

Rowell 



Cae Volleyball Team 

Front Roxv — Wood, Do., Hall, Wood, De. (captain), Wilson, Delaney. 
Back Roiv — Begg, Greene, S., Parrish, Warren, Wanty, (Manager). 



Kava Volleyball Team 

Front Row — Knight, B., Krueger, Palmer (captain), Dickinson, Hodgkinson. 

Back Row — Geer (Manager), Sargent, Martin, Mallory, Gregory, Marsh, M., Poor. 





FIRST TEAM BASKETBALL 


Cae's magic trio of Hall , Wilson and Delaney passed and shot with speed and 
accuracy in the fast-moving game. Kava proved herself a bit more skillful, however, 
as Barbie Knight and Lee Palmer kept the ball in the basket, for a 27 victory over 
Cae’s 21 . 


Cae 

Carter 

Delaney 

Flammer 

Hall 

Koser (captain) 

Scanned, N. 

Warren 

Wilson 

Basketball Manager: Paine 


Kava 

Byam 
Gregory 
Knight, B. 

Krueger 

Mallory (captain) 

Marsh, S. 

Martin 

Palmer 

Basketball Manager: Sargent 


SECOND TEAM BASKETBALL 

Again, the great white building reverberated not only with excitement but 
also with hopes and fears. Caroline Funk performed at her best against Cae’s 
Sandy Parrish. Flashes of blue and red darted from side to side for the hour-long 
bout which ended in Cae’s topping Kava, 21 to 23. 


Cae 

Kava 

Be gg 

Dickinson 

Callman 

Folwell 

Clough, J. 

Latham 

Henderson 

Marsh, M. 

Parrish 

Nichols 

Regnerv 

Osborn (captain) 

Swett (captain) 

Poor 

Wood, Dot. 

Robinson 



Cae Basketball Team 

Front Rem? — Delaney, Wilson, Koser (Captain), Hall, Scannell, N. 
Back Row — Paine (Manager), Carter, Warren, Flammer. 



Kava Basketball Team 

Front Ron? — Knight, B., Mallory (Captain), Krueger 

Back Roil — Martin, Byam, Marsh, S., Gregory, Palmer, Sargent, (Manager 








FIRST TEAM SOFTBALL 

Even more enthusiastic than the second teams, the first teams played their 
best throughout! every inning. Lee Palmer, for Kava, never missed a catch although 
Barbie Marsted's two home runs gained an edge for Cae. One of the most exciting 
games of the year ended in a victory for Cae: 31 to 8. 


Cae 


Kava 


Costello 

Delaney 

Hall 

Henderson 
Koch (captain) 

Koser 

Marsted 

Parrish 

Regnerv 

Warren 

W ilson 

Softball Manager: Larmon 


Bartlett 

Byam 

Dickinson 

Funk 

Gregory 

Hodgkinson 

Martin (captain) 

Osborn 

Palmer 

Rowell 

Brooks 

(inactive because of illness) 
Softball Manager: Fassett 


SECOND TEAM SOFTBALL 

The girls were playing just as brightly as the sun was shining that day. 
Caroline Funk held the game for her club until Linda McCloud began to pitch 
like a “Pro.” The final score was Cae 12: Kava 7. 


Cae Kava 


B egg 

Baker 

Callman 

Folwell 

Carter 

Hope 

Flammer 

Jones 

McCloud 

Krueger 

Paine 

Latham 

Scannell, L. 

Marsh, M. 

Scannell, N. 

Marsh, S. 

Stevens 

Poor (captain) 

Swett 

Sargent 

Wantv (captain) 

Uihlein 



Cae Softball Team 

Front — Delanev, Regnery, Koch (Captain), Marsted, Wilson. 

Back — Costello, Hall, Koser, Henderson, Warren, Parrish, Larmon (Manager). 



Kava Softball Team 

Front — Bartlett, Hodgkinson, Martin (Captain), Funk, Osborne. 

Back — Fassett (Manager), Dickinson, Gregory, Palmer, Byam, Brooks, Rowell, 


SWIMMING MEET 

Once again the Gym rocked with cheer, as Cae and Kava fought very fairly 
to the finish line. The blue ‘n’ gold held quite a margin over the red ‘n’ white with 
the speed of Diane Mallory and Jann Shearer. Their winning streak began to 
lose color, however, when Anne Boynton gracefully dove and swam for Cae. Dottie 
Wood and Sandy Parrish helped their team to win finally over Kava, with a score 


of 123 to 115. 

Cae 

Boynton 
Clough, E. 

Costello 

Hall 

Littlefield 

Parrish 

Marsted 

Wilson 

Wood, Deb 

Wood, Dot (captain) 

Swimming Manager: Flammer 


Kava 

Byam 

Godley (captain) 

Hockmeyer 

Hope 

Krueger 

Mallory 

Poor 

Rohloff 

Rowell 

Shearer 

Swimming Manager: Orchard 



Water Ballet 

Front — Hockmeyer (co-manager) 

Middle — Shearer, Martin, Rohloff, Rowell, Begg, Nichols, Costello, Stevens, 
Orchard, Hope, Larmon, Hall, Boynton, Schleibus, Clough, E. 

Back — Hodgkinson (co-manager) 





Cae Swimming Team 

Front — Wood, De., Hall, Wilson, Marsted, Boynton. 

Back — Flammer (Manager), Clough, E., Parrish, Littlefield, Costello, Wood, Do. 



Kava Swimming Team 
Front — Poor, Rowell, Hope, Rohloff, Bvam 

Back — Orchard (Manager), Shearer, Hockmever, Krueger, Mallory. 




t 



Cae Tennis Team 

Knight, J. (Manager), Flammer, Carter, Koser, Wilson. 



Kava Tennis Team 

Knight, B., Baker, Gregory, Palmer, Badger (Manager). 







Cae Badminton Team 

Knight, J. (Manager), Henderson, Carter, Begg, Warren 



Kava Badminton Team 

Dickinson, Palmer, Knight, B., Gregory, Badger (Manager). 



Cae Cheerleading 

Front — McLaud, Callman, Boynton (Captain), Stevens, Hall. 

Bock — Warren, Costello, Wanty (Mascot), Parrish, Henderson, Marsted. 



Kava Cheerleading 

Front — Orchard, Godley (Mascot), Wilkinson (Captain). 

Back — Hodgkinson, Shearer, Martin, Mallory, Knight, B., Krueger, Hockmeyer, 
Fassett, Robinson, Osborn. 


J'-' 



The Yard in Spring 




FALL PLAYS 

On Saturday evening, November 17, 1962, Rogers Hall presented, its first two 
dramatic productions of the 1962-63 season under the excellent direction of Mrs. 
Dorothy Ann Worsham. 

The first, Flitter mouse, was a romantic farce which centered around Gerald’s 
attempted proposal of marriage to Maude and Maude’s preoccupation with a bat. 
The stuffy and conceited Gerald stumbles through his proposal while Maude feigns 
interest as she hides her concern about the bat. 

We shall all remember with laughter the last mad scene in which Gerald 
learns of the bat and is hit by a broom as he tries to help. 


Mrs. Ellis .. 
Maude Ellis 
Pressie Ellis 
Gerald 


The Cast 

Jane Larmon 

Charlotte Costello 

Patricia Callman 

Martha Fassett 


Technical Staff 


Director Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham 

Scenery Mrs. Dorothy Perloff, Laurie Cane'y, Suzanne Geer, Alyson Latta, 


Elizabeth McMillan, Elizabeth Sargent, Martha Stevens, 
Elisabeth Walker. 


Stage Managers 

Assistant Stage Manager 

Properties 

Sound 

Make-up 


... Louise Brooks, Tracy Lownes 

Judith Knight 

Caroline Funk 

Dorothy Wood 

Prudence Carter, Barbara Flail, 
Barbara Marsted, Nancv Scanned 


The Old Lady Shores Her Medals by J. M. Barrie ended the evening on a 
more serious note. It portrayed the story of an old London charwoman who during 
World War II, talked of a fictitious son in the British armv in order to feel a part 
of the war effort and to impress her friends. Complications arose when the young 
man, whose name she was using, heard of her and came to see her on his leave. A 
warm relationship developed, however, between the two. 

The last scene showed Mrs. Dowery, played so convincingly by Beth McGovern 
that there wasn’t a dry eye in the house, lovingly folding the soldier's belongings 
which had been sent to her after he had been killed at the front. 


With bagpipes wailing in the background, the curtains came down and ended 
a very interesting evening. Special recognition should be given to Mrs. Dorothy 
Perloff and her art committee for the wonderful sets. 


Mrs. Dorvery 

Mrs. Mickleham 

Mrs. Tidly 

Mrs. Haggerty 

Rev. Wilkinson 

Pvt. Kenneth Dorvery 


The Cast 

Mary Elizabeth McGovern 

Ann McGinty 

Alexandra Canfield 

Deborah Wood 

Susan McGovern 

Pamela Grinnell 




Warn 






CHRISTMAS PLAY 

On December 18th, 1962, Rogers Hall presented Christmas At The Crossroads 
by Henri Brochet. In this play, a superficially-hard innkeeper, a drunken constable, 
a flighty cousin, and an old grandfather and his blind grand-daughter learn a lesson 
about brotherhood and humanity through the symbolic birth of an infant. 

The interpretations of each character were done well, and the actresses were 
ably assisted by the Christmas Choral Group under the direction of Miss LeButt. 
Special recognition goes to Mrs. Worsham who is responsible for the success of 
this play. 


The Cast 

Madame M or van 

Constable Narcissus 

Cousin Adele 

Old Leleu 

Hope 

Joseph 

Mary 

Acts I. and II. Madame Morvan’s Inn. 

Act III. A ruined house, once a foundling 
home known as The Creche. 


Christine Rowell 

Susan Marsh 

Patricia West 

Elisabeth Walker 
Susanne Frisselle 
Judith Anderson 
.. Anne Boynton 


Technical Staff 

Drama Director Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham 

Music Director Mrs. Doroth}' LeButt 

Soloists Pamela Boyce, Joan Delaney 

Flutist Cornelia Bryer 

Scenery Mrs. Dorothy Perloff 

Assistants Laurie Caney, Charlotte Costello, Suzanne Geer, 

Judith Greene. Alyson Latta, Elizabeth McMillan, Elizabeth Sargent. 

Stage Manager Virginia Martin 

Properties Prudence Carter 

Make-up Barbara Hall, Susan McGovern, Linda Scannell, 

Nancy Scannell 









SPRING PLAYS 


On the evening of March 14, 1963, the Rogers Hall dramatics group presented 
three excellent one-act plays under the direction of Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham. 

The first of these, Will-O’The-Wisp by Doris Halman, was a supernatural 
fantasy about a woman who was led to her death bv the Will-O’-The-Wisp because 
of her jealousy and skepticism about her husband’s life before their marriage. Pru 
Carter was exceptional as the erie spirit who took the woman’s life, for her pan- 
tomine lost neither the audience’s interest nor understanding. 

The Cast 


The White-Faced Girl 
The Countrywoman .. 

The Poet's Wife 

The Servino-Maid .... 


.. Prudence Carter 
....Vickery Wanty 
.... Patricia Eidam 
Kathleen Latham 


Technical Staff 


Director Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham 

Scenery Mrs. Dorothy Perloff, Laurie Canev, Charlotte Costello, Suzanne 

Geer, Marjorie Grinned, Wendy Hope, Alyson Latta, Ann 
McGinty, Elizabeth Sargent, Kathleen Smalldon, Elizabeth Mc- 
Millan, Christine Rowell, Elisabeth Walker. 

Stage Managers Susan McGovern, Stephanie Street, Susan Marsh 

Sound Marjorie Grinned 

Make-up Barbara Hall, Tracy Lownes, Elizabeth McMillan, 

Patricia West 

Properties Susan Baker 

Music Assistant Dorothy Wood 

Antic Spring by Robert Nail came as a gay interlude between the two more 
serious features of the evening. This farce concerned the antics of three young 
couples and provided some good comedy. Muffie Warren who was always up to 
some mischief with the girlfriend, played, by Pat Callman; Debbie Wood, the bossy 
and competent teenager; and Nancy Scanned as her stuffy intellectual boyfriend 
were verv amusing, for each tried to impress the other although each was ready 
interested only in himself. Peggy Marsh and Charlotte Costello as the: off-again, 
on-again steadies compounded the humor of the situation. 

The Cast 


Elbert Carolyn Warren 

Ginger Deborah Wood 

Blossom Patricia Callman 

Robert Nancy Scanned 

Sain Margaret Marsh 

Gwendolyn Charlotte Costello 


The last play of the evening, Elizabeth the Queen by Maxwell Anderson, 
was an emotionally powerful scene involving the execution of Lord Essex. Beth 
McGovern, as Queen Elizabeth, and Pam Grinned, as Lord Essex, gave excellent 
performances. 


The Cast 


Elizabeth Mary Elizabeth McGovern 

Lord Essex Pamella Grinned 

Penolope Susanne Frisselle 

The Fool Ann McGinty 

Lord Cecil Ann Hodgkinson 










COMMENCEMENT PLAY 


On the night of June 3, 1963, the commencement plav, The Member of the 
Wedding by Carson McCullers, was presented. 

Pam Grinnell as Bernice and Beth McGovern as Frankie were excellent. They 
not only entertained but also delivered a moving message about racial prejudice. 

Sandy Canfield also deserves recognition for her outstanding performance as 
John Henry. As the comic rebel, she lent interesting balance to a generally serious 
drama. 

We all enjoyed the last production of the season, for it upheld and enhanced 
the high standards of dramatic performance which began last fall. 

THE MEMBER OF THE WEDDING 

Carson McCidlers 
Cast of Characters 


Berenice Sadie Brown Pamela Grinnell 

Frankie Addams Marv Elizabeth McGovern 

John Henry West Alexandra Canfield 

Jarvis Addams Margaret Marsh 

Janice Deborah Wood 

Mrs. West Nancy Scanned 

Helen Fletcher Patricia Callman 

Doris Patricia Eidam 

Sis Laura Elisabeth Walker 

T. T. Williams Vickery Wanty 

Honey Camden Brown Christine Rowell 

Barney MacKean Carolyn Warren 

Chub Girls Jann Shearer, Caroline I unk, 

Judith Wilson, Christine Krueger 

Properties Jane Dickinson 

Make-up Prudence Carter, Barbara Hall, 

Tracy Lownes, Stephanie Street 

Costumes Hooker-Howe Company, Haverhill, Massachusetts 


Play produced by permission of the Dramatics Play Service, Inc. 










FATHER-DAUGHTER WEEKEND 

Saturday had finally arrived, and with it had arrived about seventy fathers. As 
girls and their dads gathered inside for a “cookin,” due to rain, old acquaintances 
were renewed. After the fathers had been taken for a tour of the “New Dorm,” 
they gathered with their daughters on the softball field for the traditional game! 
The true score is vet to be revealed . . . 

At the w'ater ballet, which followed the softball game, the daughters convinced 
their fathers that they still w T ere “Young at Heart.” T his was certainly the weekend 
for our Dads to prove it. The rest of the afternoon was free for relaxing until 
6:30 p.m. when dinner w 7 as served. A minstrel show, featuring stars from all the 
classes began the evening’s festivities. Joe Hollicker was outstanding, for he and 
his band kept us moving all evening. About ten o’clock fathers and daughters, 
together, gathered at the microphone to sing songs of the past. At eleven o’clock, 
w 7 hen the dance was over, everyone was sorrv to end such a wonderful day. 

On Sunday, the fathers treated their daughters by taking them out to dinner. 
Both fathers and daughters agreed that the weekend was a tremendous success! 



ANDOVER DANCE 

On December first, Rogers Hall was invaded by approximately seventy Phillips 
Andover bovs who came to sing, dance, and socialize. The joint Glee Club Concert 
was a great success. 

S. L. G. 

EXETER DANCE 

The cold and gloomy dav of January nineteenth was brightened and warmed 
bv the eighty Exeter males who sang to us and with us. Our memories still cherish 
what can only be described as a very nice dance. 

S. L. G. 

NEW HAMPTON DANCE 

Spring was busting out all over on March nineteenth when seventy-five New 
Hampton bovs somehow found their way inside the fence. They entertained us 
with their Glee Club, Octet, and charming smiles. A terrific affair was the judg- 
ment of all! 

S. L. G. 

FOUNDER'S DAY 

Almost one hundred alumnae gathered on May fourth to celebrate the birthday 
of Elizabeth Rogers, to view the new dormitory, and to partake in the traditional 
activities. The Senior Fair, the luncheon, the concerts by the Glee Club and Octet, 
and the traditional races between CAE and KAVA produced an enjoyable occasion. 
A real sense of the continuity of Rogers Hall pervaded the group as the first presi- 
dent of KAVA presented CAE with the trophy. 


SENIOR PROM 



Surrounded by sweet-singing canaries, bits and pieces of Hawaii, live fish, 
and most important of all, males, the Rogers Hall girls celebrated their 1963 Senior 
Prom. Faces were shiny, eyes were misty, and cheeks were rosy. In brief, everyone 
looked wonderful! On Sunday morning the couples were served steak and other 
goodies for breakfast. At noon, gloom reigned as sad faces grimaced farewells over 
the picket fence. It was a weekend to remember. 

S. L. G. 




Senior Prom 







COMMENCEMENT ACTIVITIES 

Baccalaureate 

On Sunday, June second, the Reverend Shaun Herron addressed the seniors 
and their guests. He warned all against what he described as the false gods of the 
twentieth century: popularity and conformity. He contrasted the few heroes of the 
youth today with the heroes of his own youth, all of whom, he said, were strong 
individualists and motivated from within. 

Musicale 

On Sunday afternoon, the Rogers Hall Glee Club under the able direction of 
Miss Dorothy LeButt presented a praiseworthy musicale. The musicale selections 
of “Lord, Make Me an Instrument of Thy Peace” and “Climb Every Mountain” 
were particularly appropriate for Baccalaureate Sunday. Piano duets bv Miss LeButt 
and her pupils, Sally Greene and Anne Hockmeyer, gave variety to the program. 


Class Day 

Preceding the traditional Class Day Assembly, the Class Day Luncheon was high- 
lighted by the reading by each senior of a highly-individualized poetic tribute which 
had been written by an underclassman. At the assembly, Miss Ramsay awarded the 
athletic cups to the victorious clubs and individuals. 1 he seniors then entertained 
their guests bv reviewing their colorful metamorphosis from freshman to seniors. 
In addition the seniors projected themselves and the school (via a trip on a “time 
machine”) into an equally colorful future. Finally the seniors collectively and 
individually, bequeathed their most cherished possessions to those who remain at 
Rogers Hall. 


Graduation 

At the magic moment of ten o’clock, the hesitation step brought unhesitating 
young ladies of “Pomp and Circumstance” to the stage of the gymnasium. I here 
the Honorable John C. Leggat, Chairman of the Board of Trustees of the Rogers 
Hall School, greeted the graduates and introduced the graduation speaker, the 
Revered Francis E. Potter, senior minister of the Old First Church (Congregational) 
in Springfield, Massachusetts. 

Mr. Potter’s message that an uncompromising perfectionism can be self- 
annihilating was documented by personal and historical anecdotes. In particular, he 
stressed the need for moral and intellectual commitment. 

Before awarding the diplomas, Miss Ramsay announced the academic prize 
winners. Later, Judge Leggat revealed the decision of the trustees to name the new 
dormitory, Katherine Whitten MacGay Hall, in recognition of the thirty years of 
Mrs. MacGay’s invaluable and dedicated service to Rogers Hall. Nancy Paine, 
president of the senior class, then announced the gift of the class to the school, a 
mahogany coffee table with a mosaic top designed by Professor David Holleman 
of Harvard University. Nancy further explained that Professor Holleman, a well- 
established artist whose work is represented in the leading museums of the United 
States, had incorporated the history of Rogers Hall in his execution of the mosaic. 

P. J. G. 




CLASS DAY AWARDS - 1963 

CLUB CUPS 


Hockey 

Kava 

Volleyball 

Cae 

Basketball 

Kava 

Softball 

Cae 

Swimming 

Cae 

Badminton 

Kava 

Tennis 

Kava 

INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 

Badminton 

Barbara Knight 

Tennis Cup 

Lee Palmer 

Posture Cup 

Carolyn Warren 

RED CROSS SWIMMER AWARDS 

Judith Anderson 

Tracy Lownes 

Anne Boynton 

Virginia Martin 

Nancv Byam 

Sandra Parrish 

Evelyn Clough 

Elizabeth Poor 

Charlotte Costello 

Deborah Roholoff 

Jane Dickinson 

Jann Shearer 

Martha Godley 

Carolyn Warren 

Anne Hockmeyer 

Judith Wilson 

Juanita Hope 

Deborah Wood 

Candice Littlefield 

Dorothy Wood 

RED CROSS LIFESAVING AWARDS 
Junior Lifesaving 

Nancy Byam 

Senior Lifesaving 

Judith Anderson 

Tracy Lownes 

Patricia Callman 

Virginia Martin 

Evelyn Clough 

Christine Rowell 

Jane Dickinson 

Jann Shearer 

Christine Krueger 

Carolyn Warren 


Deborah Wood 


R. H. AWARDS 

Given to those who have earned a total of seventy or more points in one year. 
Points are given for athletic ability'', captains, managers, water ballet, lifesaving, 
posture, sportsmanship, attitude and neatness. 


Barbara Begg 
Prudence Carter 
Joan Delaney 
Barbara Hall 


Cae 

Marcie Koser 
Sandra Parrish 
Carolyn Warren 
Judith Wilson 


Dorothy Wood 


Nancy Byam 
Jane Dickinson 
Caroline Funk 
Elizabeth Gregory 
Anne Hockmeyer 
Barbara Knight 


Kava 

Christine Krueger 
Diane Mallory 
Virgina Martin 
Lee Palmer 
Elizabeth Poor 
Christine Rowell 


NEATNESS AWARD 

Hall Elizabeth Flammer, Deborah Wood, Dorothy Wood 

House Joan Delanev, Virginia Martin 

New Dormitory Cornelia Bryer, Jane Larmon, Barbara Marsted 


CLUB SONGS 

ANNOUNCEMENT OF CLUB PRESIDENTS AND VICE PRESIDENTS 

FOR NEXT YEAR 

Cae Kava 

President Anne Boynton President Virginia Martin 

Vice President Sandra Parrish Vice President Elizabeth Poor 


AWARDS AND HONORS - 1963 


Underhill Honor — College Preparatory 

Anne Hockmeyer 

Parsons Honor — General Course 

Evelyn Clough 


Honor Roll — Average 85% or above 


Judith Anderson 
Nancy Byam 
Patricia Callman 
Patricia Eidam 

SuSANNE FrISSELLE 


Marjorie Grinnell 
Anne Hockmeyer 
Susan McGovern 
Linda Scannell 


Helen Hill Award — Nancy Paine 


Athletic Cup — Barbara Hall 


Judith Greene 


Art Prize 

Ann Hodgkinson 


Dramatics 

Pamela Grinnell Mary Elizabeth McGovern 

Honorable Mention 

Alexandra Canfield Nancy Scannell 

Susan Marsh Vickery Wanty 

Christine Rowell Deborah Wood 

Music Appreciation — Susan Marsh 

Honorable Mention 

Cornelia Bryer Susannah Osborn 

Elizabeth Flammer Nancy Robinson 


Current Events 

Class — Deborah Wood Assembly — Judith Anderson 

Honorable Mention 

Patricia Eidam Mary Elizabeth McGovern 

Martha Fassett Jane Larmon 

Anne Hockmeyer 


Katharine Whitten MacGay Literary Prizes 
Seniors — Mary Elizabeth McGovern Undergraduates Judith Anderson 

Anne Regnery 


Honorable Mention — Nancy Scannell 
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Editorial 

There are times v\ hen a person must be alone, times w hen his soul must wrestle 
with his intelligence. A child’s decisions are made for him bv his parents, but later 
a person is left on his own, and he realizes how much of a child he still is. 

When God created the earth, He made man sinless in His own image; however, 
God gave man the right to make his own decisions, and this fact is what brought 
about man’s down-fall. 

Ever since the beginning of time, man has been faced by decisions, both large 
and small. From the time a person wakes up in the morning and tries to decide what 
to wear, until evening, when he decides what to eat and when to go to bed, a person 
is faced with innumerable decisions. 

America exists only because there were people who believed in and wanted 
freedom so much that they decided to risk their lives to fight against England. It is 
only because of great decisions such as this that the United States holds such a 
position in the chaotic world of today. 

However, one man’s decision now may be enough to eliminate the planet Earth 
from the heavens. It is not impossible for one man with a warped mind to cause the 
complete destruction of the world by making a decision to press one button. 

These are the times when a person needs to be alone, to evaluate himself, to 
determine for himself if what he decides will benefit not only himself, but also 
others. In such situations, the individual must also be aware of the fact that the end 
does not justify the means. 

When, after careful deliberation, a person makes the decision that he believes 
is best for himself and all concerned, he must not waver in his actions until this 
decision is carried out. If it is not a wrong decision that will cause the end of the 
world, it mav well be indecision. Judith G. Anderson 

Editorial 

In our democratic world there are many different societies, but in each society 
some degree of rapport among its members must be maintained in order for that 
society to prosper and to progress. When this voluntary harmony is not achieved, a 
society disintegrates into a lonely crowd wherein each individual loses his sense of 
identity and purpose. In such circumstances, an individual often feels that the chain 
that links him with others is broken forever. This feeling is particularly acute when 
an individual believes that he is being denied the possibiltv of harmony by other 
members of his societv. A person who has the belief that he is being denied oppor- 
tunities for self-fulfillment, either as a result of his own doings or mistakes or those 
of others, frequently becomes apathetic. Dejection follows rejection; a stagnant inert 
mass replaces a once active individual. In such a situation, what happens to the 
individual? More importantlv, what happens to the society? 

In any existing society there are various types of friction which must be elimi- 
nated in order that harmony may be achieved. Frequently, the situation requires a 
recognition and treatment of evil. Evil is a cancerous growth which cannot be easily 
arrested and can become distressingly harmful. Unchecked evil will contaminate all 
those whom it touches, but too frequently those who are aware of its threat become 
indifferent to its course and inevitably are consumed. 

The man who wishes harmony and achievement must register his discontent 
and undertake, judiciously, those measures which will produce the right climate for 
a life of dignity and meaning. The person who recognizes evil and does nothing 
about it is as guiltv as the individual who does the evil. The health of every society, 
therefore, depends upon the alertness and courage of its members. An individual 
sense of responsibilitv for the common good will ensure the effectiveness of any 
organization whether it be a nation, a town, or a school. 


Louise Brooks ’64 



November 

The leafless trees like dark graceful fingers 
Are stark against the soft gray sky. 

Although a trace of autumn still lingers, 

The icy winds are blowing nigh. 

Each day earlier, the long blue shadows 
Lengthen over the silent land. 

Across the frosty-whitened meadows 
They glide, a reaching icy hand. 

The birds have long since made their southward flights, 

And now the snow falls mutely, 

Pinked by the purple twilight. 

Such is November's haunting beauty. 

Linda Scannell '65 
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Ecstasy 

Ecstasy is defined as an overpowering emotion or exaltation, a sudden access of 
intense feeling, or the frenzy of poetic inspiration. Ecstasy may be felt and expressed 
in many ways. 

A small child, taking his first halting step, expresses his ecstasy in the quick smile 
that crosses his face before he loses his balance and topples into his mothers arms. 
Little children experience ecstasy the first time they ride a tricycle, get up in the 
morning of their first day at school, go to a zoo, or blow out the candles on their 
birthday cakes. 

As these children grow, both in mind and body, the ways in which they experi- 
ence ecstasy also change. A girl may experience this feeling as she proudly carries her 
first home-made cake to the table, totters along on her first pair of heels, goes out on 
her first date, receives her first kiss. A boy experiences ecstasy when he finishes his 
first model airplane, hits his first home run, first feels the power of a car under his 
control, and finally receives his driver’s license. 

Parents experience ecstasy when they first see the child they have created, when 
they see this child take his first step and hear him speak his first word. 

Ecstasy may be expressed when anything occurs for the first time. It is the 
novelty of the act that creates the feeling of rapture. What a wonderful feeling it is 
when one’s heart beats a little faster, when one’s skin quivers with intense excite- 
ment, when one experiences the overpowering exaltation of ecstasy. 

Judith G. Anderson ’64 


The Coming 

Stop not and rest 

When you hear the singing bird, 

For there is an even more beautiful song 
In the distance. 

Cornelia Bryer ’64 


The Prisoner 

Behind the brick wall 
The little boy 

Contemplates the coming years 
Of life. 


Laurie Caney ’66 


“Saba” 

Like a huge willful geyser, Saba protrudes up out of the glorious blue Caribbean defying all 
those who dare to approach it. We sailed up to it from the South and were forced by the extremely 
rough seas to sail on around to the Northern side in search of a more accommodating anchorage. 
From the water, the two and a half square mile island seemed phantasmal in its height as it rose 
2,980 feet from the sea. No inhabitation was visible and we tended to wonder if anyone could survive 
on the desolate rock so alienated from all other forms of life. Although the winds were somewhat 
more moderate in the lee of the island, the bottom was covered with what has the appearance of 
huge pebble-like rocks whose smooth, flat surface made it impossible to get the anchor securely set. 
Despite our seemingly inhospitable welcome from the elements guarding Saba, we were determined 
that this particular island should not go unexplored as our Guide to Sailors of the Caribbean book 
specifically stated that it was one of the most difficult places to get to and adamantly advised sailors 
to avoid it. We decided to draw lots to see which one of us would be chosen to remain on board and 
to sail the boat up and down until the island could be penetrated and thus our curiosity satisfied. 

We, the more fortunate four, climbed down into the tiny dinghy and fended off from the boat. 
Rowing with my back to the shore, I watched the gold lettering of the name “Sequro” printed on 
the stern become more worn and more faint. I looked over my shoulder at the ominous island and 
the shore with the waves beating unmercifully against the same huge pebbles with which we’d 
battled moments before. As the waves rushed up, the pebbles made a “wobbling” sound and then 
as they receded the same sound penetrated through the sea. I turned again just as the gold lettering 
on the boat was becoming invisible and the boat was assuming a phantom-like appearance. Three 
lone helmsmen gave a farewell shout which we answered in unison almost as though he was gone 
forever and lost in eternity. Or was it we who were to be lost? The pebbles on the shore were as 
hostile as they had been before; however the dinghv was easily lifted to the higher ground. Once 
we’d secured our only means of return to the “Sequro,” we congregated to decide which was the 
best possible way to climb up the side of the volcanic island. After exploring up and down the 
shore, someone spotted some decrepit steps leading upward in a spiral manner. As we climbed 
higher and higher, I couldn’t help feeling I was climbing Jacobs’ ladder or the like. Looking far 
below us we could see the infinitesimal outline of the “Sequro” as it sailed back and forth im- 
patiently awaiting our return. The steps seemed to become bigger the higher we climbed. Eventually 
we came upon a couple of small huts precariously perched on little dug out platforms. We shouted 
out but nobody answered. Higher still we went in search of some form of life. 

With a last surge of energy I ran ahead but was abruptly stopped when a big red ball hit me. As 
I picked it up, I noticed the “Made in Japan” label. I felt a slight twang of disappointment; we 
weren’t the first after all. Two small children dressed up in starched Sunday clothes appeared up 
ahead of me. At first they seemed spellbound but as I raised my arm to throw back the ball, they 
fled screaming. My companions, hearing the screams, quickly caught up with me. As I showed them 
the ball, I could see the same disappointment I had felt moments ago darken their red faces. One by 
one we dropped down where we stood unable to face more steps without some relief. A cold drink 
revived us and once again we persevered upward. Now we could see houses and people standing at 
the top of the steps. Two of the men had uniforms on and all the rest were dressed in their Sunday 
best. Suddenly and somewhat guiltily I remembered that it was Easter Sunday. The men tipped 
their hats to us as we approached, and the two uniformed officials brusquely demanded we ac- 
company them to the Customs Office. We were introduced to the chief of police, who very cordially 
questioned us about our boat which he’d apparently been watching as we approached the island. We 
were gi\en innumerable papers to sign declaring the weight, strength, type of boat and also our 
individual ranks on board. We were politely informed that we were presently in the town of Bottom 
which was really at the top of the volcano Saba or rather inside of the volcano Saba; that w 7 e might 
find Windward, the town up over the hill, more pleasant for us; that we were welcome but must 
remember that it was Easter Sunday and that everyone was in church. The chief hastily added that 
he would be there also; that he had summoned up our arrival but w'ould return momentarily. He 
asked if we would please trv to preserve the peace and serenity of Saba. 

We bid him goodbye somewhat reluctantly as we realized individually we’d have to w T alk up 
to the other town of Windward if we hoped to see it, for the entire population of the island was 
in church. After assuring ourselves nothing could be so bad as the ladder w’e’d just climbed, w T e 
started off. I entered a trance-like state as the sun poured down on me, and the persons singing in 
the various churches seemed to melt together. When w'e reached the brow of the hill, w’hich 
w r as in reality the side of the volcano, I looked down at Bottom just as the doors of several of the 
churches were being flung open. The people burst out into the sunlight. I was amazed at their 


blackness, which seemed almost unreal against their starched white dresses and shirts. Windward 
was somewhat down the side of the hill, and I sighed thinking longingly of finally descending. How- 
ever, I was rudely awakened as the muscles in my legs, tightened for the climbing up, suddenly con- 
stricted as I listlessly walked down the hill. 

From the distance, Windward had a different air to it. As we got closer, the disparity between 
the two towns became apparent. Tiny houses looked doll-like in their perfection. The blue sea, now 
visible far below, made the whole town take on the appearance of a picture drawn by a small child, 
for children always seem to have a tendency to depict any blue background as though the skv and 
the sea were one. 

We walked into the town finding it deserted and strange. I somehow felt eyes upon me, and 
turning abruptly, I caught sight of several people peeking from behind buildings and doors. I had 
seen them long enough to observe that they were all white. The contrast between the two types of 
people in the two towns immediately struck me. Gradually, one by one, people began to appear. 
All of them were white; so unbelievably blanched. Their whiteness stood out strikingly. I couldn’t 
believe that these people could actually live in the blazing sun of a Caribbean island and not be 
tanned by its penetrating rays. We sat down in the center square again, taking out our thermoses of 
cold drinks. At first a brigade of small children, perfectly dressed and' spotlessly clean, marched by 
us, headed by their mother whose obvious self-consciousness made them all hasten avav with only 
momentary backward glances. At this point we all wanted to go in different directions and so 
separated, planning to meet again in an hour to start back to the boat. I went towards an old woman 
who sat sewing outside her doll-like house. I approached her, and it wasn’t until I’d sat down 
beside her that she seemed aware of my presence. She was ecstatic. She began a tirade of questions, 
and I knew her inquisitive eyes would not miss a thing as they studied my somewhat flushed face. 
At long last she seemed to be satisfied enough to allow me to question her. She informed me that 
the people of Windward were of a Dutch descent and that they were, for the most part, women 
because the men were away at sea. 1 hen I asked what the economic basis of the island is, and she 
replied that the men came home every three or four years and brought money back from the United 
States Merchant Marine. I assumed this must be the case because I hadn’t seen anv fields, animals, 
or anv semblance of industry of any kind. When I questioned her about the other town, she said 
nothing except that Bottom was down inside the volcano and the Windward people were up here 
and “never the twain could meet.” A small milk chocolate colored boy passed, assuring me, as 
nothing else could, that the t\yain did indeed meet. I saw mv companions gathering in the square, 
and I thanked the woman. She smiled knowingly as I said I’d return someday, for she knew, as I 

did, that I would never return to this wierd island. 

Others in our party reported equally interesting experiences. The most welcome news of all 
was that someone had unearthed the only taxi cab on the island. It was badly marked “tourist trans- 
port” in faded lettering. What bliss to be driven rather than having to walk all the wav back. 

Eventually the skipper in the boat had been relieved to bring the boat around to a special 
harbor that only the islanders knew of. Some natives had volunteered to row us out to the boat. 

We found out later that several natives had gone down those endless steps and rowed our dinghy 

back to the “Sequero” and then directed her around to the new harbor. 

We drove back up the side and then down to Bottom. We stopped outside a church and tooted 
the horn. Two men came running out and went off to their houses to change their clothes. While 
we waited, the driver told us that the men were “God’s followers” and had to go to church for all 
of Easter Sunday. Thev apparently were never allowed to drink, smoke, or dance. I wondered what 
they did do on this island where they all awaited returning sailors and weren’t allowed to dance. The 
giggles of the driver told us that he was not of the latter religious belief. Finally the two pious men 
returned. We drove down a road that ran back and forth in the same criss-cross manner as the ladder 
which we had climbed in our approach. 

When at last we stopped at the bottom near the water’s edge, we could see the boat bobbing 
furiously in the hostile sea. The natives scrambled out of the car and over to their fishing boats, 
one of which thev lifted across the white beach and made ready to jump into, as they lowered it 
into the pounding surf. We were motioned over to a stone jetty at the end of the beach. From there 
the men could really take two of us out at a time. As we were rowed out, I looked up at the tall 
native whose deep black skin and agile body glistened in the sun against the tourquoise sea and 
white beach, and the mysterious island looming high above us. 1 looked over my shoulder and felt 
warmth for the first time since early morning, as I could distinguish “Sequro” through the foaming 
spray. 


Alexandra Canfield ’64 


I Miss You 

I miss vou in the morning, dear, 
When all the world is new, 

I know the day can bring no joy 
Because it brings not you. 

I miss the well-loved voice of you, 
Your tender smile for me, 

The charm of you, the joy of your 
Unfailing sympathy. 

I miss you in the evening, dear, 
When daylight fades away, 

I miss the sheltering arms of you 
To rest me from the day, 

I try to think I see you yet 
There where the firelight gleams 
Weary at last I sleep, and still 
I miss vou in my dreams. 


Elizabeth Poor '64 


The Arrival 

Rustling of the new 
Blossoms . . . 

Bright warming sun . . . 

Show spring is coming soon. 


Laurie Caney ’66 




Transformation 

I walked across the cold, hard concrete and proceeded to ascend the long flight 
of stairs, somewhat hesitant to step into the chamber that had been the object of all 
my apprehensions of the preceding week. Fortified with a few books designed to 
alleviate the fear I would be experiencing in just a few minutes, 1 politely smiled, took 
my seat, and waited for that moment. In front of my seat I noticed the paper bags 
to be used in case of an emergency, and spread an apron on my lap in order to be 
prepared for the feeling that might necessitate using the paper bags. I began to read 
a selection from Robert Benchlev while awaiting the whirring sound that would be 
the signal that my first plane trip was about to begin. 

“Fasten your seat belts, please. We are now preparing to take off,” said the 
stewardess, oozing charm, warmth, friendliness. I wondered if her radiant visage did 
not have a sinister appearance about it as if she were hiding what she knew to be 
the inevitable? 

The engines roared, the propellors spun around, the plane whizzed down the 
field; then up, up, up, and we were aloft. I looked out of the window and gazed 
through the nebulous whiteness which served as clouds at the earth below. The green 
and brown plowed fields seemed to form an intricate maze as we flew so rapidly over 
them. 

Then, trying to appear very nonchalant, I glanced around the cabin at my 
fellow' passengers. In .front of me was an old man whose bald head had a rather 
rough, uneven surface w'hich resembled a piece of cork. His head w'ould slow'ly 
sink from my view' for a few' minutes as drowsiness overtook him, and then it w'ould 
bob back up just as fast as it had gone under, invariably accompanied by snorts, 
sniffs, and clearings of the throat. My eyes left his interesting head to search for 
others w'hich might hold mv interest. There were no unusual people aboard, just 
businessmen, little old ladies, students, and a happy family. I decided to watch the 
happy family. Happy families usually prove to be interesting. In this family, the 
mother and father seemed impervious to the affairs of their offspring. Three of the 
little boys ran up and dowm the aisle playing “rip up all the magazines and then 
pretend there is a raging blizzard inside, so we can scatter the pieces all over.” The 
oozing stewardess came out and quietly spoke to the happy family, and calm once 
again prevailed. Since the entertainment was concluded, I amused myself by read- 
ing more of Benchley. 

A voice interrupted my imaginary world with the impressive and terrifying 
statistics of w'ind velocitv, speed, and air pressure, followed bv the terse announce- 
ment, “Fasten vour set belts, please, we are now’ preparing to land.” 

I smiled at the stewardess, tripped gaily down the stairs, stepped onto the 
beautiful concrete, and w'alked awav feeling very much a woman of the w'orld. 

Judith H. Anderson ’65 


Life 


Life- 

a passing glance 

a fleeting shadow 
a day here now 

but gone tomorrow. 

Nancy Robinson ’64 


The Great Inquiry 

Where are we going? 

Where can we find an ending to justify our beginning? 
Why must we struggle to hear silence where sound u'as, 
Stillness where movement was, death where life was? 
Why must we search for oblivion? 


Nancy Robinson ’64 



The Price of Paints 



C£V* 


There I was on a tropical island far 
removed from the worries of the world. 
Everything seemed completely untouched 
bv anv form of commercialism. The 
natives, who knew little of avaricious 
people and summit meetings, had enticed 
me to get out mv paints. 

A divine happiness swelled inside of 
me as I sat with my canvas propped up in 
front of me. As the sun poured down upon 
me, I could feel sweat dripping from mv 
forehead, but such trivialities could never 
compensate for the marvelous, fascinating 
subjects that lay before me. The brilliant 
turquoise sea illuminated the background. 
1 began bv sketching two vivacious girls 
who stood together by the fishing boats. 
They dressed with the air and taste of Parisians. The blackness of their skin contrasted sharply- with 
their vividly colored clothing. One had a tiny straw hat perched forward on her head, and the gold 
loop earrings of the other sparkled as she giggled mischievously at a senile woman who was cack- 
ling in a corner by the steps. She was another enticing subject, with her mangoes and guavas spread on 
a burlap bag in front of her. She seemed onlv half-heartedlv to be trving to sell her fruit but rather 
she puffed conscientiously on an old corn cob pipe. A lone calypso singer on one of the boats began 
strumming a catchy tune on his guitar. I whirled around madlv and was beginning to get a likeness 
of him when someone new obstructed mv thoughts. I was completely obsessed as I watched this 
woman walk across the market square. On her head she balanced a huge bundle of clothes wrapped 
in a piece of faded blue cloth, which seemed to just keep the clothes from bursting out. Under one 
arm and on that hip she supported another bundle. In the other hand she carried a bucket full of 
fish. She held her head high in such an arrogant manner that I could not but wonder if she wasn’t, 
in reality, a queen whom some evil witch had transformed. Her cheekbones protruded from her 
native features. As I attempted to draw her, I noticed she was, in some wav, out of proportion. Her 
long legs seemed to contradict her enormous bosom. I watched her carefully as she walked confi- 
dently nearer. Now, in her eyes I could see an almost hateful stare that made me look down at mv 
meager efforts. They seemed so insignificant now. Something forced me to look up again. She 
was gone. No, she couldn’t be gone ... I could feel her near me. I turned and looked behind me. 
Across the street she sat on the curb. She had lifted the bundle down from her head and set it down 
close beside her. The other bundle she put down on top of her bucket of fish to keep the flies 
from infesting it. She sat majestically in an almost man-like manner with her legs apart and her 
skirt between. She stared at me again, and I looked awav. Everyone seemed to be aware of her 
presence: the calypso singer stopped singing, the old woman worked diligently arranging her fruit, 
the two girls no longer giggled but rather hung their heads and walked slowly away. I looked out of 
the corner of my eye at the woman on the curb. She gulped down her beer, wiped her mouth on her 
sleeve and let out a sigh of relief. It was then that I noticed a row of new things that she hadn’t 
had before. A box of Fab, a bottle of Clorox, another bottle of beer, a ball of string, and a new pile 
of clothes were all lined up in a row beside her. By her feet she’d piled three ripe mangoes in a little 
pyramid. After she had finished her bottle of beer, she tossed it into the bushes behind her. Now 
she proceeded to put the new bundle of clothes in the bosom of her dress. On top of these she put 
the bottle of Clorox, the ball of string, the box of Fab, one bottle of beer, and two of the three 
mangoes. She must have found them uncomfortable because she took them all out again, one by 
one, and readjusted them. Once she had become satisfactorily settled, she picked up the third mango 
from the road and savagely began to eat it. As she tore at it with her teeth, the vellow-orange juice 
dribbled down the corner of her mouth. Again and again she wiped the juice off on her sleeve. 
When finally, she finished, she heaved the mango stone into the bushes along with her beer bottle. 
Now she stood tall and erect. She bent over and picked up her huge bundle for her head. She 


propped the other bundle under her arm. She looked into her bucket of fish and poured some stag- 
nant water from it. She picked up the pail, carefully maintaining her balance and once again she 
assumed her regal role. I had been so captivated by this woman that I’d completely forgotten about 
the canvas I had in front of me. Desperately, I attempted to sketch in some sort of likeness. She 
walked bv in front of me. I madly tried to depict her arrogant manner. Once again she walked by. 
Now, at last, I had caught some vague likeness. She returned and walked by again. This time she 
came much closer. I felt a panic stirring inside me, as I turned away. The calypso singer began to 
sing again, “Oh island in the sun ...” I was aware of someone standing very close to me. A bucket 
of dead fish seemed to contaminate the air. I gathered my paints, closed mv pad of paper and rose 
to leave. The native woman confronted me and said, “Two dollars, I pose, you pay two dollars.” 

Alexandra Canfield ’64 


Progression 

Life 

Thus, death. 
Smiles 

Thus, tears. 
Love 

Yet, hate. 


Nancy Robinson ’64 


Milestones 

1 had finally realized the impossibility of a suspended sleigh flying oyer massire 
continents and bearing a bearded fat man whose image had once seemed to be as 
powerful as the Almighty’s. I also discovered that giving a pathetic, dissipated old 
man a Father’s day card would be more dangerous than anything else. 

This experience is not over. It’s still with me. Today, however, my meditation 
concerning the unveiling of new knowledge takes more defined patterns of research. 

Life was once so clear and simple. The new-born were angels who winged 
themselves into hospital windows, grown-ups’ drinks were for their “health,” heaven 
was at least five miles up, and hell was under the streets, a labvrinth of dirty water 
pipes. 

I remember my first experience with death. It was the passing of Mrs. 
Underwood, a white-haired dear who reeked of the therapeutic foam rubber from 
which the aged seek comfort when sitting on those crusty chairs that have aged with 
them. Mrs. Underwood made a deep impression on me, and I still remember vividly 
the wise tales she told— tales that had engulfed my sisters and me. And then she 
was gone . . . 

Growing-up also involved the developing of everyday tactics for dealing with 
adults. How refreshing it was to conquer, finally, the urgent request to eat my 
stew'ed tomatoes by thinking of the famished citizens of China, for up until then it 
seemed, to me, a selfish act to gorge down nourishing food while keeping the poor 
Chinese in mind. 

I had crossed over the nursery threshold (a room filled with blinding fantasy) 
into self-discovcrv, rewarding meditation, and the happiness of head in hands and 
the thinking of lovely thoughts ... in cherished quiet moments. 

Susannah Osborn ’65 


November 22nd 

It’s hard to know what to say, 

Facing the tragedy of today. 

Is this the prelude to an end. 

Or just a loss which we can mend? 

Susannah Osborn ’65 


The Incorrigible David 

Two years ago 1 penned my first observations of my brother David, wherein I 
described him as a crafty, quick-witted, weedy sort of character: a noble youth with 
delusions of grandeur. Since then, despite the help of many, he has changed little. 

As the Black Sheep of the Hinsdale Regnervs, David quickly distinguished 
himself from the other boys at prep school by purchasing the students’ souls, doing 
original Freudian impersonations, and becoming involved in several business 
endeavors including plans to revolutionize the army’s entire grenade program and 
personal expeditions in search of valuable mineral-bearing rock. Unfortunately, 
David became better known to the school doctor than to any other faculty member; 
all were warned to approach with caution this seemingly professional Lucifer. 

Realizing that he was too young to be tied down to anything on a permanent, 
basis, David left college hoping to find a life of adventure away from the college 
campus. Having been rejected from the armed forces, he headed for Germany with 
stein held high and the fate of the Fatherland in his hands; for, in all probability, 
he had become the Devil’s advocate. 

No ordinarv prepster, David has, however, accomplished some outstanding feats 
for a mere boy of nineteen years. He has already written two books, as yet unavailable; 
one a daring expose of suburban Hinsdale, a veritable hometown Peyton Place. The 
other is a true-life adventure of a slovenlv flag-maker and his feeble but brilliant 
attempt to incite an insurrection in an American community. He is also somewhat 
of a cartoonist, a self-stvled critic of civilization and an excellent raconteur of tales. 

At last report, this veritable Da Vinci, aided bv United Nation funds, has been 
gathering a small force in Northern Germany with hopes of conquest and dreams 
of immortalization. 


Anne Regnery ’64 


Reality 

Blackness invaded the earth, 

Grabbing those afraid of the dark 
And leaving the immortal. 

Louise Brooks ’64 


The Search 

She emerged from a fog 
Entered the misty haze 
And eventually found light. 


Louise Brooks ’64 


King’s Hill 

King’s Hill is an old peoples’ home far up in the mountains, detached from the rest of hu- 
manity. The people of the island never speak of it unless to indicate some place where an old parent 
has finally been sent and from which he will never return. The name seems to connote a sort of 
Nirvana, but along with it an unmentionable taboo is instilled within those who dare to talk and 
wonder about it. 

Shortly before Christmas, my father, the island doctor, had to make his fortnightly visit to 
King’s Hill. Since I had always been in some way fascinated bv the place, I asked him if I might 
make the trip with him. He was hesitant about allowing me to accompany him; thus my desire to 
was intensified. He finally consented to my rather constant pleading. 

The home is isolated high in the hills at the western end of the island in an area in which the 
vegetation is thick and jungle-like. The huge green leaves glitter as they catch tiny bits of sunlight 
through the slight openings to the skv. Mammoth vines hang precariously down from the snake-like 
branches. The home itself is elevated from this verdant area and rules alone above it on a treeless 
hill. The building seems to look over all below with such a knowing, and vet fateful air. There are 
two, rather small, broken-down white buildings in the center. Several shabby shacks encircle the 
more impressive white edifices. 

Upon our arrival, 1 immediatelv became aware of a peculiar air which permeated the atmos- 
phere. I couldn’t explain it then, but now as I reflect upon it, I realize that it was death that filled 
the air, stagnating it with its cruelty and yet bringing a blessed relief to those who had so long 
awaited it. These inmates were, for the most part, natives of the island. Somehow they looked 
angelic before their appointed time. Most of them were sitting, staring at some unknown point, 
perhaps thinking of the past or of their proximity to death. Some of the more energetic ones were 
engaged in some form of craft such as weaving doormats or grass rugs. As we approached, they 
stopped whatever it was that they were doing and focused all eyes upon us. Suddenly I was sorry 
that I had worn the bright red shift with the Christmas trees on it. I wanted to hide my big straw hat 
with its red flower that I had picked that morning. In town I had been so appropriately dressed, but 
now in this place which was so oblivious to anything connected with the Christmas spirit, I regretted 
mv costume. 

I watched my father closely as he examined seyeral of the people, or rather as he patted their 
hands and nodded his head because few' of them allou’ed him to touch them. As he walked among 
them, his white suit gave him an almost God-like appearance, and several of the people reached up 
inquisitively to feel the whiteness of his suit. Unconsciously I had taken off my hat, and the flower 
had dropped to the ground. All eves were fixed upon me as I bent down to retrieve it. From 
now'here a grasping hand reached the flov’er before mine did, for an old hunchbacked man had bent 
down beside me. His eves flickered from one of my eyes to the other v’ith a neurotic su'iftness. 
His lips w r ere parted as if in an effort to say something. Suddenly I was aware that my hand was 
upon his that had squashed the flower in its defiance. His hand was warm and hard. I felt in it the 
labor it had done, the small children it had held, the pain it had suffered, and the love it had known. 
Slowly I withdrew my hand and stood, gazing down at the stooping man. He watched me with 
hawk-like perception as I put mv hat on once more. I looked around for mv father. I could see him 
just disappearing down a corridor with two nurses at his side and a feeble old body in his arms. 
Suddenly I u r as afraid, more afraid than I’d ever been. The man at mv feet rose and towered over 
me despite his deformity. He held out his hand with the crushed flower imprinted on his palm. His 
eyes were still groping for something in mine. Mv fear was miraculously transformed into piny for 
this unfortunate creature. I felt so young and strong beside him. Now at last his eyes seemed to 
rtgict. They were gradually but unmistakably filled with tears as he reached out for my hand. He 
held it for a long time, occasionally turning it gently as if to be sure he hadn’t missed any part. Then 
he placed the crushed red flower in my palm as it had been in his and said, “I’m sorry, child, this 


is yours. I didn’t mean to hurt it. Is it Christmas? I can’t remember, for it’s been so long.” I nodded 
with my eyes fixed upon his in a desperate desire to understand him. He turned and then looked 
down at his hand still stained from the flower. He looked back at mine, still outstretched with the 
crushed flower in it. 

“I know it’s Christmas— have vou seen the star of Bethlehem yet?” 

I wanted so much to say that I had seen it, for obviously he had seen it somewhere, some time 

ago. 

“Keep searching, mv child,” he mumbled as he wiped the red stain off on his tattered pants. 
“You’ll see it if vou keep searching.” 

Alexandra Canfield ’64 



Lady Death 

She comes subtly, but you know she has arrived. She 
creeps and slinks unaware; not clanking, not shrieking, 
sometimes beckoning, tempting . . . occasionally grabbing, 
uncaring. She is most often garbed in black, but a silvery 
cloud, luminous, enfolds her and flows about her, following. 
Her hair, what is seen of it, is black and perfectly straight. 
From the grey shawl which she wears around her head, 
flows a few long strands which cascade loosely about her 
face. She does not appear to walk, but rather floats as one 
in a dream, and is the epitome of grace and liquid motion. 

When she implores one to accompany her, it is a hard 
task to refuse her. She beguiles and pleads, and always 
offers an attractive proposition. Her kingdom is cordial; 
warm and welcoming to those who deserve and want her 
love. 

Those who come in contact with her find her to be reassuring and kind. A 

O 

certain peace settles over her subjects, and they are made to depend on her and 
turn to her for guidance and help. Thank God for her existence; without her, humans 
would have nothing to look forward to. With her, nobody has to pretend, nobody 
has to be a man. All may pursue their interests and loves with no hindrance of time 
or painful memories. Of all things, let our Lord not destroy her. She is the true life. 

Virginia Folwell '65 



The Predestined 

We are forever destined to be mere humans, no more. 
We may claw and scratch at the glorious glass cube 
of the future. 

But we will ne’er even mar that surface, 

As these are the areas not left open for the 
comprehension of mankind. 


Cornelia Bryer ’64 


Burdened 

Never a word reveals 
All a lonely heart conceals 
A quiet whisper of a leaf 
Hardly tells of Autumn’s grief. 

From our love, about to die, 

Comes but one hushed cry. 

Even the earth shows no pain 
Beneath the pounding of the rain. 

So am I burdened and turn to pray 
For all that I can never sav. 

Only in prayers can they live, 

Those words I hnd so hard to give. 

Anne McGinty ’66 





Sudden Awareness 

The sun was making her golden fingers fly over the flaming keyboard of the 
sky. The resulting melody projected itself across the water and ended where the 
fingers of the waves met the sand with long fingernails begging for acceptance into 
the dry world. 

They were there, walking. She was in a white dress which emphasized the 
deep summer color of her skin. He was beside her, adoring; it was he who spoke first: 

“How many grains of sand do you suppose are on this beach anyhow? It must 
have taken millions of years for them to collect.” 

“Yes, I think they were created by constant erosion of the larger particles.” 

“I suppose so, but isn’t it nicer to imagine that God just deposited them?” 

“There must be some rational explanation for their appearance, not just the fact 
that God is responsible.” 

“The water reminds me of a restless man who is making his way from place to 
place, not really knowing where he’s going or what he’s going for. The sunlight 
playing on the water is the path he should take. That is, the path that is the best in 
God’s eye. Look at him though! He’s so busy trying to get his bearings that he can’t 
see the most obvious thing. If people would only open their eyes, they would see so 
much more than what their mind’s eve actually captures.” 

“It’s awfully late.” 

The sky had become dark. The piano player was about ready to leave. The 
fingernails had given up fighting for a lost cause and had temporarily adopted their 
own world for what it was. 

“Just let me find a shell. I want one perfect shell.” 

“Oh, come on! You can have mine when I die. Ha ha!” 

“No, I want a white, pure one.” 

The melody across the water stopped abruptly in a series of discords. 

Virginia Folwell ’65 


Morning 

All the secret fears that haunt the night, 

Are lost in the morning with the presence of light. 

Nancy Robinson ’64 


“R.O.K.” 


During Thanksgiving vacation 1 went back to Lucerne. I didn’t really want to go; I don’t know 
why I did, except there seemed to be an overpowering force which commanded my attendance. The 
drive out was depressing; all signs of the summer’s warmth had vanished and its majestic power had 
been passed on to the bleak north wind. When I noticed a few snow flakes drifting downward, I 
increased speed in fear that I might be trapped by the predicted blizzard. As I rounded the bend, I 
honked, partlv out of habit and partly out of hopes that someone would answer, but there was no 
answer, just the echo of the mountains ... I was alone. I slowed down a bit because the railroad 
beams had been disengaged for winter use and the dirt driveway was now a mass of gullies and 
crevices. 

I parked the car outside the Beach Club gate, wiggled my way between two loose slats, and 
raced down to the empty shore. There I stood alone. How desolate everything looked! The life 
guard’s stand, the float, and the canoes had all been dragged behind the club building. Nothing was 
the same, vet there were memories. 

As I stood there alone, I felt for an instant like a martyr of peace, but a cold wind blew down 
from the mountains and across the lake and the martyr was soon frozen. The chill so penetrated my 
body that I gathered my coat closer about me. I si ipped my bare hands into my dungaree pockets 
and discovered a few stale cigarettes, one of which I quickly placed in my lips. Removing “R.O.K.”, 
I made several attempts, but the flame would not ignite. 

A mad fury seized me, and I rushed forth to the water’s edge and enabled the waves to rage 
past mv boots. Scanning the shallow water, my eyes fell upon scattered pieces of glass. I picked them 
up as I had done many times before. Inattentively, I sauntered farther along the shore, lost in memo- 
ries. 


What a sight I must have been! . . . sitting on the life guard’s stand, decked out in a Costa 
Rican hat and sunglasses, and frantically flicking “R.O.K.” The hat, the glasses and “R.O.K.” were 
all the symbols that we had established for the proper image of a life guard. This concept had dis- 
tinguished us from the other adolescents who congregated around the life guard stand. 

Even now I can still remember the repulsive smell the hat had acquired over the summer. To 
clean it, though, would have been a sin. I wonder if he has cleaned it now? Or does he,, too, 
cherish the memories? 

The glasses were mine. They were rejects from my brother. Two of the pins were missing, so 
whenever I moved, the lens would droop down and lodge on my cheek bones. I still have them in 
the same condition. They, too, will remain untouched until the next season. 

“R.O.K.”, mv dear companion, never left my hand during on-duty hours. Flicking it open and 
shut relieved some of the tensions and diverted me from the carefree children, the obnoxious 
mothers and the blistering hot sun. Each time the flame ignited, so did my heart and mind, with a 
new realization, a new hope, or a new dream. 

As I stood there watching the waves, I wanted to run— run away from all the memories, to join 
a crowd, so I would not be forced to stand alone and, most of all, to run away from “R.O.K.” I knew, 
even as I held it in my hand, that the fuel was gone and that flame would not ignite. 

Carolyn Warren ’65 


The Pace 

Today I feel wise. 

The rain makes me old. 

The slow steady drip 
Seems to tell us to stop, 

But unheeding, 

We hurry on. 

Julie Baker ’66 
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Silence 

Quiet, 

his footsteps! 

A lonely trav’ler 

journeys down untrodden ways 
And fades! 


Susan McGovern ’66 


My Own Little World 

On cold, hard winter nights when north winds 
start to blow and the feeling of winter is evident, mv 
thoughts wander. When the fire on the hearth seems to 
talk through its sizzling and sparks, I can tell that it’s 
time for me to leave. 

Without thought or hesitation, I pass through the 
door into a world of nature and cold silence. I don’t talk 
or whistle; I just wander aimlessly down the streets 
thinking, listening, and wondering. I think of how 
unimportant I am, and of what unearthly good my 
presence is. With the sound of an approaching car, my 
heart almost stops, vet with the fading roar, a feeling of 
ease once again comes over me and I am able to con- 
tinue mv thoughts. 

I approach landmarks of my childhood, places which 
seem so barren and useless, yet I think they know of 
their importance and of the love I hold for each memory. 
They invoke a simple sound like that of a breaking twig, 
suggesting their longing for my rapidly withdrawing 
form. 

Then before me, lying silent in such a strange beautv— the town. I laugh to think of -Henrv, 
the butcher, and all the other town merchants home in hed. (A day of town gossip and trifling 
matters may spoil my reverie— and who wants to dream if the theme is not pleasant?— Poor Henrv!) 
The day is always so busy, but now darkness prevails over light and silence over the hectic noise 
of small children, automobiles, and boats. All are asleep— except me. 

As I wander past the boatyards, my thoughts are stirred by the sight of several massive struc- 
tures. I become eager for travel, but because I realize that my hope for travel is useless, a feeling of 
equanimity creeps over me. I become silent and listen to the darkness of the night. Fear builds in 
me and, as a moth attracted to a flame, I feel a desperate need for security— for a place I know and 
can trust. 

Before long I reach the small, secluded cluster of trees which is mv destination This forest 
holds so many memories that time cannot banish. I know every tree; each has become a special 
friend. I feel that they know me, too. On spring days I notice how green and handsome mv tall 
friends have become. While the songs of birds re-echo through their branches, a new feeling of 
release sings through my body. It was here that I was happiest, as I am now. 

Yes, I was happy, as the cold pressed against my body, causing me to tingle from head to toe. 

The security that the trees provided was the radius of my world. The ground lying at my feet was 
hard and frozen, yet a warmth spread through me as I thought of the life which existed from this 
host. The height of the trees opened to the heavens, allowing the moon to look down into my world 
and to see how beautiful and placid it was. As it begged an entrance, snow fell softly to the ground 
which awaited the change, and heavens became the center of believing. At that moment my heart 
and soul became free and aware of how peaceful life can be. 

I was content as I left and I felt that I must return the next evening. I thought of home and my 

family, and of their complete unawareness of mv absence. It’s truly sad, for they shall never realize 

what lies outside reality. If only they could imagine life as I. What fun I should have telling them 
of the world, yet I am forgetting that they are different. It is truly a sad situation! And you— do you 
understand my thoughts? 

As I pass through the door upon my return, I listen acutely to the flickering of the fire and the 
simmering of the hot ashes on the hearth. Yes, I shall return to the forest come the next night. Oh! 
and you! Would vou like to accompany me? We can wander down the streets and listen to the 
silence of the night . . . It’s oh-so-lovelv to have a world of your own! 



Margaret Foster ’66 



Education 

Education is the discipline of the mind and of the character through study and instruction. 
Thus, education has two main divisions. One division is the discipline of the mind, or intellect, 
the teaching, the learning, the apprehension and comprehension of what may be acquired through in- 
struction and suggestion. The second division of education is the education and development of one’s 
character. This branch of knowledge may be taught, but one can never learn or develop a character 
without personal and emotional experience. 

Education of the mind may be impersonal and objective. It is education and acquisition of a 
materialistic nature. Mind education is the training required to perform specific tasks, such as read- 
ing and writing, studying to be vocationally qualified or personally qualified. This kind of 
knowledge may be acquired only through indoctrination. Due to this conveyance, a student incor- 
porates the initiative to learn and once this initiative is established, he may go out on his own to 
search for an education. A student must be instructed, informed, drilled and trained, not only by 
others, but also by himself, in order to achieve an intellectual capacity. When he is shown these 
manners and has the desire to learn, then he mav acquire all the faculties of an educated mind. This 
mind must first develop as a production of some instruction, whether it be self-inflicted, or sought 
through other facilities, such as schools and colleges. This education is like a hidden trail that one 
needs guidance to find, but once it is discovered, one must travel his course alone, going as far as he 
pleases and stopping wherever he wishes. 

Education of the character is acquired in a different way from that of educating the mind. 
Character development has more to do with one’s emotions and one’s intangible qualities rather 
than those inspired by instruction from others. Developing one’s character is the forming of the 
inner self, and this formation cannot be singled out in one or two easy lessons. It may take a life- 
time to fully develop one’s character, for human emotions are constantly changing. One learns pri- 
marily from personal experience, and thus character education results from personal feelings and 
involvement. The character of a person cannot be developed by some outside force as in the develop- 
ment of the mind; it must be developed by the actual individual himself, although he may tend to 
be influenced by his environment or others around him. Character education is, in a sense, spiritual 
growth, and it is just as essential as physical or mental growth. A person forms his character bv 
learning from experience and from direct actions, and he inherits a personality from merely living 
in the same world as other human beings like himself. This knowledge is strictly private and per- 
sonal; it cannot be inforced as that education of one’s mind and intellect. The confirmed knowledge 
of and about one’s self is sometimes quite difficult, but eventually through experience, environment, 
people, and knowledge, character education may be achieved. 

In sum, education is that process of learning which inwardly and outwardly strengthens the 
mind, body and soul. Learning can never cease and intellectual and spiritual curiosity can never 
die, for they are aspects of living. 


Louise Brooks ’64 
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Illusion 

His tall frame approached the edge of the bar where I was standing. It was dark 
in the room, yet there was a presence of vitality. He walked toward me; I noticed 
the blue of his madras shirt— I thought how ordinary the shirt was. He introduced 
himself politely and asked me to join him for a drink. In his countenance there was 
assurance, yet not a bit of arrogance. He was polite, yet he seemed rough. As we 
talked, I noticed that he was different from anyone I had ever met; he didn’t ask 
about the usual things one asks at the first meeting, such as where I went to school 
or where I lived. He didn’t ask me anything. Instead we talked about what I 
had done that day. It was as though we had known each other for a long time and 
had enjoyed many good times together. But, as I reflect upon our conversation,. I 
don’t remember any experience which we had shared. 

I lay awake that night wondering whether I would see him again. He had not 
asked at what hotel I was staying or how long I would be on the island. The next 
day was like every other, but I seemed to be distracted by some subconscious thought. 
However, each time that I tried to comprehend my preoccupation, it vanished. 

That night for some unknown reason I went into town, and as I paid the cab 
driver, I saw that same tall frame standing about ten feet away. He approached 
until he was beside me and put his arm around the back of my waist, and we started 
walking through the gardens. We sat on a white-washed stone wall under a sky 
bright with stars. As I stared at the silhouette of the palm trees against the blue sky, 
I thought how unreal this picture was. 

When I was finally released from nature’s grasp, he was standing in front of 
me, his arms stretched about my shoulders. The only thing I remember him saying 
was something about an apple and temptation, but before I had time to comprehend 
what he had said, he kissed my forehead, smiled, and walked away. 

Ann Boynton ’64 


La Mort d une Fleur 

One bv one the roses died; 

The last was unfulfilled and young. 

Its tiny bud curled tight in death, 

Whose song of life was never sung. 

Linda Scannell ’65 
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Faith 

Once twisted, once straight, 

Once whole, even while entangled, 

Now, broken. 

Louise Brooks ’64 




Senior Soliloquy 

To college, or not to college, that is the question: 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The pains and torments of Achievement Tests, 

Or to rebel against the sea of questions 
And by relinquishing end them. To live: to dance. 

No more; and bv a dance to say we end 
The heart-ache and the thousand natural doubts 
That seniors are heir to: ’tis a fulfillment 
Devoutly to be wished. To live: to dance. 

To dance? Perchance to falter. Ay, there’s the rub; 

For in that dance of life what tumbles may come. 

As we waltz away our youth, 

Must give us grief. There’s our pride 

That makes calamity of such wasted faculties; 

For who would bear the throes and pangs of life, 

The burdens of toil, and the insanities of human nature, 

When she herself might her escape make 
In the pursuit of knowledge? 

Susanne Frisselle ’64 


On Being Young 

Often times I wonder 
If I honestly possess 
That trait my elders envy 
Known as youthfulness. 

And if I do, I wonder 
Why they sigh and try 
To understand this youthfulness 
More thoroughly than I. 

Deborah Rohloff ’65 




Downtrodden 

The Negro searches the dark 
and empty streets. 

Familiar darkness curtains 
every sign 

Of light, which mav become 
his source of life. 

The light had once been seen 
by yearning eyes— 

So bright that hope broke 
wild in his soul. 

But now, the light has dimmed 
too low to see— 

Yet still the Negro stalks 
his lonelv path 
In search of this light, 

of existence, of being. 

The street is long, dark and narrow 

yet, light is somewhere to be seen. 
The Negro will finally break through, 
but how far must he continue 
—To walk? 


Mary Taylor '65 



Night Journey 

When the night falls into the sun, 

And faces become strangers again. 

Lost is the place in which to belong, 

One cannot stop, but must move on. 

Prudence Carter '65 


A Penny for a Point 

My grandmother, at the ripe age of seventy-eight, is about as far from the image 
of a grandmother as anyone could be. According to the usual stereotype, grand- 
mothers are sweet old ladies with wonderfully comfortable laps. They are usually 
very generous, cook meals for their relatives on Sundays and give expensive Christmas 
gifts. They wear outmoded clothes with taffeta slips that rustle and smell of sachet. 
The only thing even slightly “grandmotherish” about my grandmother is that she 
is a widow'. 

Grandma wears a sophisticated form of “come and get me” perfume and w'on’t 
don any outfit unless it’s from Bonwit Teller. I have never seen her w'hen she 
didn’t resemble an advertisement for Harper’s Bazzar. Even her hair, though distinctly 
gray, is worn in a highly fashionable manner. 

One of Grandma’s most prominent qualities is her selfishness. It’s very impera- 
tive that she go to Europe at least once a year, but she can’t even afford to have 
our family for dinner once every two years. She regularly emphasizes that the prices 
of food are so expensive these days. She rarely remembers birthdays as her memory 
is bad, so she says. There’s nothing she loves more than w'alloping her grandchildren 
at a game of Canasta, especially when playing for “a penny a point.” Grandmother’s 
parsimony is a constant source of amusement to our family. 

Being a gregarious person, Grandma is sociable and loves to gossip. She belongs 
to the faster set of elderly ladies, w'ho meet every Saturday night for a rip-roaring 
session of cards and consume a fair amount of liquor. 

One wonderful thing about Grandmother, though, is that she is extremely self- 
sufficient. She’ll never let anyone take advantage of her. Once I w'as traveling w'ith 
Grandma in a strange town when she w'as apprehended by a policeman for speeding, 
W'ho took her to jail. Grandma was terribly indignant, to say the least. She com- 
menced to yell at the sergeant at the top of her lungs and w'ithin fifteen minutes she 
W'as allowed to leave, free of charge. Often, in similar predicaments, she’ll use reverse 
psychology. Since she wears a hearing aid, she finds this very effective for the “poor, 
helpless, old woman” role. 

All things considered, mv grandmother’s a very remarkable woman. She is 
basically kind-hearted, possesses a brilliant sense of humor, and enjoys life to its 
fullest. The most wonderful things about her, though, are the youthful ideas, strength, 
and vitality which she will, undoubtedly, possess until her death. Grandma w'ill 
never accept old age, for the fighting spirit of vouth is dominant in her personality. 
Seemingly, even female old soldiers never die. This one may w'ell never fade aw'av, 
for she is too colorful. 


Amy Crumpacker ’64 


The Spectrum 

Blue is the sky 
Green is the earth 

But black is the heart that denies them. 

Pamela Uihlein ’64 


A Study in Black 

Dark is the deep and silent night 
Darker is the man that walks it 
Darkest still the heart within 
When evil has seized it. 


Pamela Uihlein ’64 


Face 

The face of the earth, 

reflected in stagnant pools 
in dying flowers 
in hopeless people 
but never in children’s laughter. 

Nancy Byam ’66 



Misery 

Is 

there 

anything 

sadder 

Than 

not 

being 

able 

To 

shed 

a 

tear? 


Nancy Robinson ’64 
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A Prayer 

Lord, bless me not with ivory towers 
Bless me not with worldly powers. 

Grant me not wealth untold. 

Grant me not lifeless gold. 

Deny me beauty. Deny me grace. 

Deny me attire of silk and lace. 

But grant me, Lord, 

The greatest power you deem. 

Grant me, Lord, the power to dream. 

Carolyn Warren ’65 
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Senior Class 1964 

Front Row — Knight, Rowell, Dickinson, J., Larmon, Crumpacker (Vice-President), Canfield (President), Stevens, Callman, Schliebus, 
Regnerv, Eiseman. 

Middle Row — Marsh, S., Anderson, J. G., Henderson, Jones, Lownes, Marsted, Poor, Frisselle, Robinson, Shearer. 

Back Row — Bryer, Uihlein, Parrish, Mallory, Gregory, Martin, Foster, G., Boynton, Brooks, Dutcher, Costello. 
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Commencement Number 
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Editors-in-chief 


Louise Brooks 


Judy Anderson 


Literary Board 


Pat Callman 
Gray Foster 
Ann Boynton 
Nancy Robinson 


Cori Bryer 
Susanne Frisselle 
Anne Regnery 
Sandy Canfield 


Amy Crumpacker 

Art Department Photography Department 

Editor Kit Rowell Judy Knight 

Co-editor Pam Uihlein Jane Dickinson 


Business Board 


Manager Liz Gregory 


Sandy Parrish 
Barbara Marsted 
Charlotte Costello 
Sue Marsh 


Nancy Dutcher 
Jane Larnon 
Jenny Eiseman 
Sandy Henderson 


Eacidty Advisor 

Mrs. Bernard Shea 
Faculty Art Advisor 
Mrs. John Perloff 
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EDITORIAL 


“ There is nothing either good or had 
hut thinking makes it so.” 


As we recall these thought-provoking words from Shakespeare’s 
Hamlet , let us always remember to be open-minded in our thoughts. In 
the rushed and chaotic world of today there can be nothing worse than the 
unconscious thinking of prejudice. 

At Rogers Hall we have been taught to think, to use our own minds. 
When we were younger, we had the security of being able to use someone 
else’s thoughts and opinions. Now, however, we are suddenly forced to 
think for ourselves. We must decide what we believe and why. No longer 
can we rely on others. Although it may sound trite, it is shockingly true 
that “the youth of today are the leaders of tomorrow.’’ However insignifi- 
cant we may feel ourselves to be now, each one of us is still an important 
individual with the capacity to distinguish between good and evil. 


Miss Hildred Ramsay 
Headmistress of Rogers Hall 


A MESSAGE FROM THE HEADMISTRESS 


From 


Profiles in Courage 


This is a book about that most admirable of human 
virtues — courage. “Grace under pressure,” Ernest Heming- 
way defined it. 


Mrs. Bernard Shea 


DEDICATION 


Mrs. Shea, you have often told our class that all ideas 
can be expressed in one sentence. What we feel for you, how- 
ever, cannot even be expressd in words. All the help and 
understanding that you have given to us, though it is probably 
impossible to ever return it directly to you, will be remembered 
by each one of us. And so, to you, we dedicate the yearbook 
of the Class of 1964. What you have done for us has shaped 
our lives and our future, and to you we will be eternally grate- 
ful. Thank vou, Mrs. Shea. 


Kit ffetttnriam 



Marion Frances McEnery 
Director of Studies 


1961-1964 



Alone 

In the sultry day 

She felt the cooling night. 

Alone 

In the blazing light 

She knew the growing dark. 

Alone 

She greeted with an equal eye 
That sea on which she would depart 
And that shore which she must leave. 






FACULTY 




Mrs. Louise Whitten Staten 

SECRETARY 


Mrs. Elizabeth W. Root 

Radcliffe College 

HOUSEMOTHER 



Mrs. Elise I. Neville 
Litt.B., Rutgers University 
alumnae secretary 



Mrs. Anna V. Ray 
B. S. in Education , Boston University 
A. M., Boston University 

FINANCIAL SECRETARY 





Mrs. Olive Bouve DeWolf 

DIETITIAN 



Mrs. Minnie Colpitts, R. N. 
Waltham Training School for Nurses 

RESIDENT NURSE 


Miss Doris Alexander 
B. A., Wellesley College 
M. A., Columbia University 

MATHEMATICS 




Mrs. Charlotte Knowles Bf.ntley 
A. B., Smith College 

SCIENCE 





Miss Carolyn F. Bowes 
Marjorie Webster Junior College 

PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


Miss Dorothy A. LeButt 
New England Conservatory of Music 
Concord Summer School of Music 
Pwpil of Richard Stevens and 
Nadia Boidanger 

PIANO, HARMONY, GLEE CLUB, 
AND MUSIC APPRECIATION 


Mrs. Nina B. Latour 
Former Secretary to the 
President of the Union National Bank 

SHORTHAND AND TYPEWRITING 


Mrs. Dorothy Kinder 
A. B. Wellesley College 

REMEDIAL READING 






Miss Betty J. Nichols 
A.B., University of Colorado 

HISTORY AND CURRENT EVENTS 



Mrs. Dorothy I. Perloff 
B. F. A., Ohio State University 
M. A., Ohio State University 
art and history of art 



Miss Dorothy Phelps 
B. A., University of New Hampshire 

LATIN, FRENCH, AND ANCIENT HISTORY 


Miss Anne Dorland Pulling 
A.B., New York State College for Teachers 
M.A., Middlebury College Spanish School 
University of Puerto Rico 

FRENCH AND SPANISH 



Miss Carolyn Rhoades 
B.A., University of New Hampshire 
Certificat D’Etudes, Universite de Paris 

FRENCH 


Mrs. Rita M. Shea 
A.B., A.M., Radcliffe College 

ENGLISH 



Mrs. Dorothy A. Worsham 
A. B., Boston University College of 
Liberal Arts 


DRAMATICS AND ENGLISH 













SENIORS 


THE SENIOR CLASS 


We, as the senior class, have enjoyed a happy year at 
Rogers Hall, striving consciously to attain and sustain a high 
standard of performance for ourselves and for the Rogers Hall 
to come. 


Sandy Canfield 



Senior Class Officers 


President Sandy Canfield 
Vice-President Amy Crumpacker 
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JUDITH GAIL ANDERSON 

39 Daniels Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Mount Holyoke College 


"Brooks, don’t talk to me about it” . . ' 

world’s best shift maker . . . organization 


1960- 1961 CAE Club; Dramatics; Honor Roll. 

1961- 1962 Bear & Lion; Hockey Team; Current 

Events Award; Dramatics; Honor Roll. 

1962- 1963 Senior Lifesaving; Little Instauration ; 

Dramatics; Current Events Award; 
Hockey Team; Honor Roll; Katherine 
W. MacGay Literary Prize; Marshal 
for Faculty. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team; Co-editor of Splinters; 

French Club; Dramatics; Underhill 
Award; Music Appreciation Award; 
Katherine W. MacGay Literary Prize; 
Class Dav. 



ANN LYON BOYNTON 


38 Concord Road 
Billerica, Massachusetts 

Boston University 

President of CAE Club 

1 

c ar be it from me to say this , but . . 

. . shoes for every blouse ... "I checked 
er off my list again today” ... I AM 
JOT crabby, Brooks” . . . Nassau . . . 
o-nuts in the coat room . . . Frankie Fon- 
line . . . stubborn as a mule . . . "Did 1 
cer tell you about . . .” 




1960- 1961 CAE Club, Softball, second team; 

Dramatics; Bear & L ion. 

1961- 1962 Volleyball, second team; Dramatics; 

Water Ballet; Cheerleading; Bear & 

Lion. 

1962- 1963 Spanish Club; Dramatics; Water 

Ballet; Cheerleading, (Captain); 
Swimming Team; Little Instauration. 

1963- 1964 Volleyball, second team; Cheerlead- 

ing; Basketball, second team, (Cap- 
tain); Water Ballet; Swimming Team; 
Splinters, Literary Board; R. H. 
Award. 



LOUISE EMERSON BROOKS 



8908 Alendale Road 
Mooreland Farms 
Richmond, Virginia 

Westhampton College 

“So Paul told Amy he couldn’t get th . 
divorce and “Boynton,, don’t l 

grouchy— did you bring me a goodie?” . . 
“L. B.’s” . . . “She loves me” . . . "H: 
Friz” . . . Stormy’s best customer . . . 
won’t go to Westhampton” . . . “F unn 
I’M NOT paying for the phone call.” 
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1960- 1961 KAVA Club; Bear & Lion; Dramatics. 

1961- 1962 Bear & Lion; Dramatics; Undergrad 

Song. 

1962- 1963 Little Installation ; Dramatics; Under- 

grad Song; French Club; Ski Club; 
Hockey Team; Volleyball, second 
team; Softball Team. 

1963- 1964 Dramatics; Senior Song; Hockey 

Team; Softball Team; Splinters, Co- 
editor. 



CORNELIA CONNER BRYER 


Exeter Road 

Hampton, New Hampshire 

Boston University 


s only a dime” . . . “So, how would you 
Lap it up in a nutshell ?” . . . “Come on 
C ee Club . . . everyone else get out” . . . 
'efuse to have it in Splinters.” 




1961- 1962 KAVA Club; Bear & Lion; Glee Club. 

1962- 1963 Ski Club; French Club; Little Instau- 

ration; Glee Club, Vice-President; 
Octet; Neatness Award; Music Ap- 
preciation - Honorable Mention. 

1963- 1964 Splinters , Literary Board; Glee Club, 

President; Octet; Hockey, second 
team; Music Appreciation Award; 
Class Day; Neatness Award. 
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PATRICIA VAN de LINDER CALLMA 

38 Circle Drive 
Rumson, New Jersey 

Saint Lawrence University 


Patron of the B&M . . . fixity . . . Exeter ... 5 
million million . . . fast talker . . . endless pho < 
calls . . . diet . . . Princeton . . . early to bed. 


1962- 1963 CAE Club; Glee Club; Ski Club; 

French Club; Volleyball, second team; 
Basketball, second team; Softball, 
second team; Senior Lifesaving; Dra- 
matics; Cheerleading; Honor Roll. 

1963- 1964 Glee Club; Proctor; Hockey Team; 

Basketball, second team; Softball, 
second team; Cheerleading; Dra- 
matics; Splinters, Literary Board; 
Prom Committee. 





LEXANDRA ANN CANFIELD 

Christiansted 
St. Croix, Virgin Islands 

Northwestern University 

President of Senior Class 

| 

I 

t’s my duty as •president of the class” . . . 
know I’m hypersensitive, hut 
"ea anyone?” . . . Home on the stage . . . 
7 .ads ... St. Croix. 
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1961*1962 CAE Club; Dramatics; Honorable 
Mention for Dramatics; Softball, 
second team. 

1962- 1963 Dramatics; Honorable Mention for 

Dramatics; Little 1 nstauration ; 
Hockey, second team; Softball, second 
team; Spanish Club; Vice-President of 
Junior Class. 

1963- 1964 Dramatics; Hockey, second team, 

(Captain); Dramatics Club, Vice- 
President; Splinters, Literary Board; 
Student Council; Helen Hill Award; 
Dramatics Award; Prom Committee, 
Co-chairman; Class Day. 



CHARLOTTE ELLEN COSTELL 

305 Andover Street 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Pine Manor Junior College 


sunlamps . . . “It’s dog eat dog in tl 1 
world” . . . toenails . . . mirrors . . . letti 
passing . . . naive? . . . fickle . . . " your ft , 
I hope” . . . "When you’re old and gre \ 
I’ll he young and beautiful.” 


1960- 1961 CAE Club, Cheerleading; Glee Club; 

Dramatics; Water Ballet; Volleyball 
Team; Softball, second team. 

1961- 1962 Cheerleading; Dramatics; Glee Club; 

Water Ballet; Softball Team. 

1962- 1963 Cheerleading; Dramatics; Glee Club; 

Volleyball Team; Swimming Team; 
Softball Team; Spanish Club; Water 
Ballet. 

1963- 1964 Cheerleading; Dramatics; Glee Club; 

Dramatics Club; Splinters, Business 
Board; Hockey Team; Volleyball 
Team; Basketball Team; Swimming 
Team; Softball Team, (Captain); 
Dramatics Award; R.H. Award. 



AMY CRUMPACKER 


17 Glendale Park 
Hammond, Indiana 

Mills College 

Vice-President of Senior Class 

igh schooler . . . facial expressions . . . 

ove ya, Renie . . ». Lonely Crowd . . . 

immer blonde . . . Dubble Bubble . . . 

1 ut Bryer, Robinson , and I were NOT 
Iking.” 




1963-1964 KAVA Club; Dramatics; French 
Club; Glee Club; Splinters, Literary 
Board; Prom Committee, Co-chair- 
man; Class Day; Honor Roll; Honor- 
able Mention in Dramatics. 




JANE ELIZABETH DICKINSOI' 
Fenwick 

Old Saybrook, Connecticut 

Garland Junior College 

knitting needles ... “Y a got anything i< 
munch on?" . . . Janie’s Hair Salon . . 
octet . . . "opera jellies ” . . . hig brom 
eyes . . . wrestling . . . the Hamlet out . . 
"What a riot!" 




1960- 1961 KAVA Club; Glee Club; Dramatics; 

Softball Team; Swimming Team, 
(Manager). 

1961- 1962 Dramatics; Glee Club; Softball Team; 

Volleyball, second team; President of 
Sophomore Class. 

1962- 1963 Dramatics; Glee Club; R. H. Nega- 

tives; Little Installation; Hockey, 
second team, (Captain); Volleyball 
Team; Basketball, second team; Soft- 
ball Team; Badminton Team; Senior 
Life Saving; Vice-President of Ski 
Club; R. H. Award. 

1963- 1964 Glee Club; Hockey Team; Volleyball 

Team, (Captain); Softball Team; 
Badminton Team; Splinters, Co- 
photographer; Proctor; Head of R. H. 
Negatives; President of Ski Club; R. 
H. Award. 




sfANCY ODETTE DUTCHER 

18 Crooked Mile 
Darien, Connecticut 

Garland Junior College 

m Cleopatra look . . . Ho Jos . . . “shall 
■ z venture up to the store?” . . . Bert . . . 
ije Freeze . . . white sun glasses . . . 
i okes for breakfast . . . bubble gum . . . 
hes on bird seed . . . "come on down.” 
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1962- 1963 CAE Club; Usher at Commencement. 

1963- 1964 Splinters, Business Board; Neatness 

Award. 




JENNIFER EISEMAN 

55 Puritan Lane 
Swampscott, Massachusetts 

Keuka College 

baby talk . . . Duck from Lawrence . . 
"Fung, fung” . . . always late for gym . . 
messy drawers . . . "Got demerits for bein 
noisy again.” . . . blue . . . sharpenin 
pencils . . . "Quack, quack.” 


1962- 1963 CAE Club; Glee Club; Usher for 

Commencement. 

1963- 1964 Glee Club; Hockey Team; Badmin- 

ton and Tennis, (Manager); Splin- 
ters, Business Board. 



GRAY FOSTER 


12 Ridgewood Avenue 
Rowayton, Connecticut 

Boston University 

' can’t stand it any longer ” . . . everlasting 
>et . . . Jack. 




1962- 1963 KAVA Club; .Student Council; Mar- 

shal for the Senior Class. 

1963- 1964 French Club; Ski Club; Basketball, 

(Manager); Splinters, Literary Board; 
Prom Committee; Father-Daughter 
Day Committee, Chairman; Student 
Council. 


SUSANNE LEE FRISSELLE 



93 Raven Road 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

DePauw University 

‘ Frizzle ’ . . . Alice in Wonderland . . 
efficiency plus . . . "T his may be wrong 
but l think hee heel . .'. "WLj 

did you get on your test?” . . . “Hold it! 
have to get my pocketbook” ... “I ma 
be all wet , but.” 


1960- 1961 KAVA Club; Current Events Award; 

Hockey Team. 

1961- 1962 Dramatics; Bear & Lion; Hockey, 

second team; Honor Roll. 

1962- 1963 Dramatics; Little Instauration; Hockey 

Team; Honor Roll. 

1963- 1964 Dramatics; Splinters, Literary Board; 

French Club; Hockey Team; Honor 
Roll; Music Appreciation Award; 
Class Day; Honorable Mention for 
Dramatics. 



ELIZABETH GREGORY 


Kenmore Road 
Bloomfield, Connecticut 

Centenary College for Women 

maniac driver . . . "What’s gonna he on 
he chemistry test?” . . . "Ro-o-owell” . . . 
ioud laugh . . . " Bourhon did it again” 
. . " Where’s my hat?” . . . “Got a whole 
line to say in the flay” . . . star. 
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1961- 1962 KAVA Club; Hockey, second team; 

Volleyball Team; Basketball Team; 
Softball Team; Tennis Team; Bad- 
minton Team; Neatness Award; R. H. 
Award. 

1962- 1963 Hockey Team, (Captain); Volleyball 

Team; Basketball Team; Softball 
Team; Tennis Team; Badminton 
Team; French Club; Spanish Club; 
Ski Club; R. H. Award. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team, (Captain); Volleyball 

Team; Basketball Team; Softball 
Team; French Club; Ski Club; Dra- 
matics Club; Splinters, Business Board 
Manager; R. H. Negatives; Dramatics; 
R. H. Award, Honorable Mention in 
Current Events. 


SANDRA ASHLEY HENDERSON 



8 Emory Drive 
Jamestown, New York 

Green Mountain Junior College 

“ Did you see that red Porsche go by?” . . . 
“It was signed ‘love ya! again!” . . . "Sure, 
Amy Ames is a good friend of mine” . . . 
‘Hendo . . . "I’ve had 7 roommates in 3 
years!” . . . "think xve’ll have a French 
quiz?” 


1961- 1962 CAE Club; Volleyball, second team; 

Basketball, second team; Cheerlead- 
ing; Neatness Award. 

1962- 1963 Hockey, second team; Volleyball, 

second team; Basketball, second team; 
Softball Team; Ski Club. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team; Volleyball Team, 

(Captain); Basketball Team; Softball 
Team; Splinters, Business Board; Sec- 
retary-Treasurer of French Club; Ski 
Club; Co-captain of Cheerleading; 
Prom Committee; R. H. Award. 



ANN HOPKINS JONES 
Birch Hill 

Weston, Connecticut 

Garland Junior College 

S 'ilton . . . Jerry . . . Nassau . . . scatter- 
rain . . . M & M’s . . . Murray the K . . . 
'.nglish •page hangs . . . Crest advertise- 
ments . . . ' Til see you later.” 




1962- 1963 KAVA Club; Softball, second team; 

Usher at Commencement. 

1963- 1964 Hockey, second team; Cheerleading; 

Swimming, (Manager); Ski Club; 
Proctor; Neatness Award; Parsons 
Honor. 




JUDITH FOSTER KNIGHT 

366 Hollow Tree Ridge Road 
Darien, Connecticut 

Centenary College for Women 

Giggle . . . “Oh, the hair, the hair!” . . A 
modesty . . . “fretty hod” . . . doughnuts 
. . . “youse guys.” I 


1960- 1961 CAE Club. 

1961- 1962 Usher at Commencement. 

1962- 1 963 Tennis and Badminton, (Manager); 

Student Council; Assistant Stage 
Manager. 

1963- 1964 Hockey, (Manager); Water Ballet; 

Dramatics; Splinters, Co-photographer. 



JANE RUSSELL LARMON 

Trescott Road — Balch Hill 
Hanover, New Hampshire 

University of Arizona 

‘i veets" . . . folka-dots for from . . . one- 
ly diets . . . Labrador . . . "Why doesn’t 
l mover win?” 





1960- 1961 CAE Club; Dramatics; Glee Club; 

Hockey, second team; President of 
Freshman Class. 

1961- 1962 Dramatics; Glee Club; Water Ballet; 

Student Council; Hospital Volunteer. 

1962- 1963 Dramatics; Ski Club; Glee Club; 

Spanish Club; Current Events Award 
Honorable Mention; Neatness 
Award; Water Ballet; Softball, (Man- 
ager); Student Council; CAE Spirit 
Ring; Hospital Volunteer. 

1963- 1964 Dramatics; Dramatics Club; Glee 

Club; Sflinters, Business Board; 
Water Ballet; Hockey Team; Current 
Events Award; Class Day; Honorable 
Mention in Music Appreciation. 



TRACY LOWNES 



1 Alger Road 
Great Neck, New York 

Moore College 



Tiny black glasses on nose . . . guitar . 
"Stewball” . . . Gus-Gus . . . 7:00 in i 
morning . . . Ann Landers . . . "Hi, A . 
Perloff ” . . . "Martin, there’s someth ’ 
you’re not telling me" . . . symbolism 
spelling. 


1962- 1963 KAVA Club; Senior Life Saving; Glee 

Club; Stage Manager. 

1963- 1964 French Club; Dramatics Club; Ten- 

nis and Badminton, (Manager); Stage 
Manager; Class Day Committee. 
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DIANE MALLORY 


10 Conrad Road 

I New Canaan, Connecticut 

NTENARY COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 

M's . . . imitations ... “Y a dummy” . . . 
dt of the year . . . cool indifference . . . 
la ft . . . “ fret-tay .” 




1961- 1962 KAVA Club; Basketball Team; Swim- 

ming Team; Cheerleading; Usher at 
Commencement 

1962- 1963 Hockey, second team; Volleyball 

Team; Basketball Team, (Captain); 
Swimming Team; Cheerleading; Ski 
Club; Usher at Commencement; R. H. 
Award. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team; Volleyball Team; Bas- 

ketball Team, (Captain); Swimming 
Team; Cheerleading; Ski Club; Proc- 
tor; R. H. Award; Class Day Commit- 
tee. 




SUSAN CHRISTINE MARSH 





25 Nash Lane 
Weston, Massachusetts 

Colby Junior Collece 

"Oh, 1 flunked thatl" . . . chemistry hu * 
, . . " yeeeeel ” . . . knit one, pearl one . 
diet . . . contacts . . . Brian who? 


1961- 1962 KAVA Club; Hockey, second team; 

Volleyball, second team; Basketball 
Team; Softball Team; Usher for Com- 
mencement; Honorable Mention in 
Music Appreciation. 

1962- 1963 Hockey, second team; Volleyball, 

second team; Basketball Team; Soft- 
ball, second team; Usher for Com- 
mencement; French Club; Dramatics; 
Honorable Mention in Dramatics; 
Music Appreciation Award; Stage 
Manager. 

1963- 1964 Volleyball, second team, (Captain); 

Basketball Team; French Club; Splin m 
ters, Business Board; Dramatics; 
Honorable Mention for Dramatics. 



i I 

BARBARA ANN MARSTED 

Cosmos Hill 
Cortland, New York 




Briarcliff College 

i 

A quart of -powdered milk a day” . . . 
’ arts starlet . . . mid-winter tan . . . Ronnie 
. . never hack on time . . . " hard-top 
onvertihle, hut then again mayhe a 
i-O-T-O-R C-Y-C-L-E. 

I 


1961- 1962 CAE Club; Hockey Team; Swimming 

Team; Softball Team; Volleyball, 
second team; Cheerleading; Glee 
Club; R. H. Award. 

1962- 1963 Hockey Team; Swimming Team; Soft- 

ball Team; Cheerleading; Glee Club; 
Ski Club; French Club, Secretary- 
Treasurer; Neatness Award. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team; Softball Team; Basket- 

ball Team; Volleyball Team; Ski 
Club; Splinters, Business Board; 
French Club, President; Neatness 
Award. 


I 
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VIRGINIA CLARK MARTIN 


27 Normandy Terrace 
Bronxville, New York 

Endicott Junior College 

President of KAVA 

“Oh Marsh!” . . . Robert is so-.o-o swt 
. . . “We’re going to meet at Ken’s . i 
“Where’ d she get that sexy fhone void. 
. . . my face!” . . . that hair!!! 



1960- 1961 KAVA Club; Softball, second team. 

1961- 1962 Hockey Team; Volleyball Team; Bas- 

ketball, second team, (Captain); Soft- 
ball, second team; Swimming Team; 
Badminton Team; Cheerleading; 
Water Ballet; R. H. Award; Neatness 
Award. 


1962- 1963 Hockey Team; Volleyball Team; Bas- 

ketball Team; Softball Team, (Cap- 
tain); Water Ballet; Cheerleading; 
President of the Junior Class; Student 
Council; R. H. Award; Neatness 
Award; Senior Life Saving; Marshal 
for Headmistress; Stage Manager. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team; Volleyball Team; Bas- 

ketball Team; Softball Team; Cheer- 
leading; Water Ballet; Class Day 
Committee; Athletic Award; Honor- 
able Mention in Music Appreciation; 
R. H. Award. 


r 
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SANDRA PARRISH 


Calle 80# 55-78 
Barranquilla, Colombia 
South America 

Green Mountain Junior College 
Vice-President of CAE 

common, ordinary PIGTAILS! . . . fiver 
wear stockings on those long legs ? . . . 
Spanish peanuts . . . ‘ Par * . . . peanut 
butter and jelly sandwiches ... 32 air 
mail, special delivery letters !! 




1960- 1961 CAE Club; Basketball, second team; 

Softball Team; Glee Club. 

1961- 1962 Hockey, second team; Volleyball, 

second team, (Captain); Softball 
Team; Glee Club. 

1962- 1963 Hockey, second team; Volleyball 

Team; Basketball, second team; Swim- 
ming Team; Softball Team; R. H. 
Award; Glee Club; R. H. Negatives; 
Cheerleading; Ski Club; Spanish Club, 
Vice-President. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team; Volleyball Team, 

(Captain); Basketball Team; Swim- 
ming Team; Softball Team; R. H. 
Award; Dramatics; Octet; Cheerlead- 
ing; Ski Club; Splinters, Business 
Board. 




ELIZABETH PHIPPEN POOI 



28 Foster Street 
Marblehead, Massachusetts 

Marjorie Webster 
Junior College 

Vice-President of KAVA 

“ Shuah " . . . Charlie Chicken . . . le 
handed awkwardness . . . Fuller Brv 
. . . Twinkles . . . cold hands ... Si 
hurst . . . ‘‘so don't l” . . . laugh. 


1962- 1963 KAVA Club; Hockey, second team; 

Volleyball Team; Basketball, second 
team; Softball, second team (Cap- 
tain); Swimming Team; R. H. Award. 

1963- 1964 Hockey 1 Team; Volleyball, (Man- 

ager); Basketball, second team; Soft- 
ball Team; Prom Committee; Dra- 
matics. 



ANNE FOSTER REGNERY 


208 East 6th Street 
Hinsdale, Illinois 

Briarcliff College 

President of the 
Student Council 

Of course Kildare is better than Caseyl” 
. . . "Mickey Mantle hit a homer today 1 . " 
. . Uncle Barry . . . grouchy in the morn- 
tg . . . "1 feel like Jack Benny today" 
. . "Regs” . . . duck walk . . . brothers . . . 
'Jttle Hitler" . . . noise in Study Hall. 
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1961- 1962 CAE Club; Hockey, second team; 

Softball Team; Bear & Lion; Honor- 
able Mention in Current Events; 
Honorable Mention in Music Ap- 
preciation; Honor Roll. 

1962- 1963 Hockey, second team; Basketball, 

second team; Softball Team; French 
Club; Octet; Editor of Little Instaura- 
tion; Student Council; Katherine W. 
MacGay Literary Prize. 

1963- 1964 Hockey Team; Volleyball, second 

team; Basketball, (Manager); Softball 
Team; Splinters, Literary Board; 
Octet. 




NANCY DEE ROBINSON 

31 Washington Parkway 
Lowell, Massachusetts 

Simmons College 

speech impediment ... "I only called Ne 
Orleans twice last night!” . . . Harpo . . 
" But I studied for chemistry one who 
period !” . . . "Mouse” . . . "Did you s> 
what she had on today?” . . . "She's adc 
able” . . . Fa La La La La. 


1960- 1961 KAVA Club; Glee Club; Bear & L ion; 

Honor Roll. 

1961- 1962 Glee Club; Water Ballet; Bear & Lion; 

Cheerleading; Honor Roll. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club; Basketball, second team; 

Volleyball, second team; Cheerlead- 
ing; Honorable Mention in Music 
Appreciation; French Club; Little In- 

stauration. 

1963- 1964 Glee Club; French Club; Softball, 

(Manager); Prom Committee; Splin- 
ters, Literary Board; Cheerleading, 
(Captain); Student Council. 
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CHRISTINE EDITH ROWEEL 


4130 Braganza Avenue 
Coconut Grove, Florida 

douNT Vernon Junior College 

lugger” . . . “ Lady Atlas” . . . studying 
Glee Club ... off in a daze . . . the 
udgery of flay lines . . . “ The Thinker” 
. Simmons sister, Dartmouth brotherll 



1962- 1963 KAVA Club; Volleyball, second team; 

Swimming Team; Water Ballet; 
Senior Life Saving; .Softball Team; 
R. H. Award; Little Instauration; 
French Club; Ski Club; Glee Club; 
Dramatics; Honorable Mention for 
Dramatics; Marshal for the School. 

1963- 1964 Hockey, second team; Basketball, 

second team, (Captain); Volleyball, 
second team; Water Ballet, Chairman; 
Softball Team, (Captain); Splinters, 
Art Editor; Prom Committee; French 
Club; Dramatics Club, President; Ski 
Club; Dramatics; Glee Club; R. H. 
Award; Honorable Mention in Dra- 
matics. 



DEBORAH MARTHA SCHLIEB 



104 High Street 
Chelmsford, Massachusetts 

Syracuse University 

Absent much?? . . . and she finally arrive', 
her green Renatdt . . . another new ou 
Deb?? Is it Scott or Paul now??—Neith 
. . . she arrived in the class of ’64 with a t 
'profile and a few new blonde streaks. 


1960- 1961 KAVA Club; Honor Roll; Volleyball, 

second team; Water Ballet. 

1961- 1962 Bear & Lion; Glee Club; Hockey, 

second team; Volleyball, second team; 
Softball, second team; Water Ballet. 

1962- 1963 Glee Club; French Club; Water 

Ballet. 

1963- 1964 Hockey, (Manager); Glee Club; Soft- 

ball Team, (Captain). 



JANN FOWLER SHEARER 


290 Liberty Street 
Newburgh, New York 

Colorado Woman's College 


Stop pulling your hair ! . . . “mole” . . . 
tranquilizers or diet pills today ? . . . Carol 
Burnett . . . " The New Yorker” . . . 
Sammy . . . Colorado or hust. 
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1960- 1961 KAVA Club; Water Ballet; Junior 

Life Saving; Swimming Team. 

1961- 1962 Water Ballet; Hockey Team; Swim- 

ming Team; KAVA Spirit Ring. 

1962- 1963 KAVA Spirit Ring; Dramatics; Ski 

Club; Cheerleading; Water Ballet; 
Swimming Team; Hockey, second 
team; Senior Life Saving. 

1963- 1964 Prom Committee; KAVA Spirit Ring; 

Dramatics; Dramatics Club; Ski Club; 
Cheerleading; Water Ballet; Hockey 
Team; Swimming Team; Honorable 
Mention in Dramatics. 


i 

I 
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MARTHA GAIL STEVENS 



4 Oldfield Road 
Nashua, New Hampshire 

Green Mountain Junior Colleg] 

"Bunky" . . . Pixie . . . mighty are th 
little ones . . . darling shifts ... tax 
service . . . "If I were any bigger, I'd b 
toy heavy" . . . VERY blonde hairlll 


1960- 1961 CAE Club; Cheerleading; Water 

Ballet; Dramatics. 

1961- 1962 Cheerleading; Hockey Team; Soft- 

ball, second team; Water Ballet; Dra- 
matics. 

1962- 1963 Cheerleading; Hockey, second team, 

(Captain); Volleyball, second team; 
Water Ballet; Softball, second team. 

1963- 1964 Cheerleading, Co-captain; Hockey, 

second team; Basketball, second team; 
Volleyball, second team, (Captain); 
Prom Committee. 
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PAMELA JANE UIHLEIN 

Highcroft 
21 Skyline Drive 
Rochester, Minnesota 

The American School 
in Switzerland 

" When the Saints Go Marchin’ In" . . . 
32 fairs of shoes . . . hair fiece . . . 
" who’s next?" . . . eye make-uf . . . flirt 
. . . 15 coats . . . " Continental Queen" . . . 
Dartmouth and its rughy flayers. 




1962- 1963 KAVA Club; Softball, second team; 

Glee Club; French Club; Ski Club. 

1963- 1964 Hockey, second team; Cheerleading; 

Dramatics; Glee Club; Octet; French 
Club, Vice-President; Sflinters, Co- 
Editor of Art. 
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CLASS PROPHECY 


Ladies and Gentlemen, it is now 1980. Susanne Frisselle, the permanent class 
secretary of the Rogers Hall Class of 1964, has recently extended an invitation to 
the members of our class to spend a quiet week at her Vermont dairy farm. Although 
“Frizzle” is now the editor of the Dairy Farmer’s Daily and could undoubtedly pro- 
vide us with the best of all possible bucolic times, her proposal has been vetoed by 
a few of the class ronchers, namely Sandy Parrish and Anne Regnery. They have 
suggested that instead we spend a week in New York where, it is said, one finds juice 
other than plain milk. 

The first member of “The Group” to arrive is Mrs. Gray Foster Rockefeller, 
third wife of Nelson, who drives up in one of her three Ferraris. We soon learn that 
Gray’s marriage to Nelson was just the result of a stroke of luck. It seems that she 
just happened to pull the longest straw. However, Hedda Hopper Lownes has 
reported to the American public that Rocky’s latest marriage has done wonders for 
him as he was not too “Happy” with his second wife. Gray reports that her dearest 
friend, Kit Rowell, is now Cassius Clay’s promotion manager and is currently quite 
excited about arranging an engagement in the ring between Cassius and one Amy X, 
the Women’s Athletic Champion of the World. It. seems that Amy has made con- 
siderable athletic progress since she left Rogers Hall. 

Nancy Dutcher and Anne Jones are the next class members to arrive. They are 
carried through the lobby in a somewhat regal fashion by four of their personal 
servants. After exhausting all the “Garlands” the field of education provided, Nancy 
and Anne became the sole owners of the island of Jamaica and immediately banned 
all other women from the island. They recently made an exception, however, when 
they invited Jann Shearer to spend several weeks in the Jamaica sun while she was 
recovering from the loss of her hair, an affliction produced by extreme nervous 
tension and dating back to her Rogers Hall days. Nancy and Anne report that Jann 
sees her old friend and personal hair stylist, Jane Dickinson, who now charges thirty 
dollars for a set instead of the meager twenty-five cents she formerly charged at 
Rogers. It is also reported that Ginny Martin is Jane’s partner and serves as head 
manicurist. Incidentally, Ginny has also finally nailed Robert. 

Next to arrive is Cori Bryer, who appears in a Brink’s armored vehicle. Martha 
Stevens, who now serves as Cori’s pint-sized bodyguard, jumps from the truck, 
wields a tommy gun and occasionally fires a few rounds. Cori was always thought to 
be a penny pincher, but her use of all these protective devices may be carrying her 
avarice too far. Since Cori never believed that she had a friend at the Chase Man- 
hattan, she has been carrying her millions around in her pockets since graduation. 
Needless to say, it takes twenty men to get Cori through the swinging doors. 

In the traditional Rogers Hall fashion, the class celebrates the occasion of their 
reunion with a banquet. Unfortunately, Louise Brooks is able to appear for only a 
few minutes as she has to return to Rogers Hall to take her S.A.T. for the thirty-first 
time. We all have high hopes that Louise will pull through this time. 

As the meal progresses, the gossip races around the table faster than the food. 
It is reported that Anne Regnery is now an established member of the “jet set” and 
is engaged in globe-trotting and party-hopping. It seems that after graduation, Anne 
flew to England and became an expatriate. Her devotion to Bond was evidently greater 
than her devotion to Barry. 

At dessert time, Jenny Eiseman, whose name is now an American household 
word, produces from her famous kitchen a fourteen-layer celebration cake, adorned 
with seven hundred flaming candles. As each member of the class of 64, hand over 
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heart, proceeds to sing the Rogers Hall song, establishing thereby the most solemn 
moment of our reunion, who should come blasting through the center of the cake 
but Pam Uihlein, now a Playboy Bunny. Pam, in most characteristic fashion, begins 
to sing “When the Saints Go Marching In.” 

On the next morning as “The Group” departs from the Plaza, they notice a 
massive U-Haul-It trailer double-parked outside of Bergdorf’s. On further investiga- 
tion they learn that it has been rented by Barbie Marsted and Charlotte Costello, 
who are shopping. Barbie is buying enough clothes for the next day, and Charlotte 
is in Tiffany’s and charging up a few diamonds to her millionaire husband. 

As we advance toward the U.N., our first scheduled stop for the day, one of 
Sue Marsh’s children, Brian number six, is almost swept up by Liz Gregory who 
now holds a delightfully athletic job in the New York Department of Sanitation. 

At the U.N., we discover that none other than Jane Larmon, complete with 
Labrador retriever, has been assigned as our guide. As Jane leads us into the Gen- 
eral Assembly, we find the place in a complete uproar. Several of “The Group” 
scream as they recognize on the podium our old classmate Sandy Parrish, who is 
posing as a long-legged, big-eared Columbian coffee bean as she pleads the Latin 
American cause before the U.N. 

As we continue our tour, we visit the interpreters’ chambers. There we are 
astonished to recognize Pat Callman who is talking as usual. Pat now uses a differ- 
ent medium, for she now talks on tapes instead of to Bates. 

At the main door of Radio City Music Hall, our next stop, we are confronted by 
Bette, who is selling orange juice to support her “poor” father. As we take our seats, 
the Rockettes are on stage and dancing a spicy little number entitled “The Hot 
Pepper.” Leading them all is our own Judy Anderson, dressed in shocking pink tights 
and obviously an old salt at this sort of thing. My, my, what Mount Holyoke did 
to Judy! 

Much to our surprise, we spot Sandy Canfield “bumbling” along at the far 
end of the chorus line. It seems that Sandy couldn’t pass up this “honey” of a deal 
and has left her permanent post at the American Shakespearian Theater. 

At the close of the week’s festivities, Judy Knight and Diane Mallory, who are 
still rooming together,, stage a masquerade in their apartment. Judy and Mai greet 
us at the door dressed as a pen and pencil set. Soon Ann Boynton slips into the party 
as a shoe well “heeled” from her “trip” in Nassau. Nancy Robinson provides the 
music for the evening by playing on the Harp— Oh, Brother! 

Sandy Henderson soon becomes the center of attention at the party as she 
hands out handbills describing the cause to which she has devoted her life. When 
Sandy first appeared at the party, dressed in black, holding a placard, and looking 
like the reincarnation of Carrie Chapman Catt, we all thought that she simply was in 
costume. However we are soon informed in such moving prose about her great cause 
that we realize that Sandy has actually chosen to spend her life furthering the 
interests of SENA— the Society for the Elimination of Nudity in Animals. 

Our reunion concludes with the reading of a telegram by our hostesses. It is 
from Debbie Schliebus and reads: “Wish awfully much that I could be celebrating 
with you, but am recuperating.” True to character, Debbie did not explain. 


Cori Bryer 


CLASS WILL 


Having forged through Rogers Hall with the rebellious spirit of youth, we, the 
graduating class of 1964, now endow those left behind with many broken traditions 
and bequeath the following priceless possessions: 

To Miss Ramsay we leave an Emily Post etiquette book so that she may read 
it to next years graduating class. 

To Miss Alexander we leave a copy of the record “If I Had a Hammer.” 

To Mrs. Bentley we give breakfast in bed for a year. 

To Miss Bowes we leave a little eye opener for those early mornings. 

To Mrs. Colpitts we leave the next winter season without an epidemic. 

To Mrs. DeWolfe we leave a dieting table. 

To Mrs. Kinder and Mrs. Root we leave permission to go away during exam 
week. 

To Mrs. Latour we leave Musac to type by. 

To Miss Nichols we leave a Dale Evans cowgirl outfit. 

To Mrs. Neville we leave thirty-two more records. 

To Mrs. Perloff we leave a dozen pop-art paintings to hang in her living-room. 

To Miss Phelps we leave a new set of golf clubs with Caesar’s initials engraved 
on them. 

To Miss Le Butt we leave the song “A-round the Corner” around the comer. 

To Miss Pulling we leave thirty-two pairs of bare legs. 

To Mrs. Ray we leave an isolation booth to put around her desk. 

To Miss Rhoades we leave the summer to get over infatuation with our prep- 
school boys. 

To Mrs. Staten we leave an I.B.M. room arranger. 

To Mrs. Shea we leave a psychiatrist’s couch for her students. 

To Mrs. Worsham we leave a new cast for the commencement play. 

Judy Anderson leaves with Splinters at the printer’s. 

Anne Boynton leaves, singing carols and discarding bows from her hair. 

Louise Brooks leaves her phenomenal record of demerits to be broken. 

Cori Bryer sells her space in the will. 

Pat Callman leaves the telephone to those who have waited in line for two years. 
Sandy Canfield leaves for a good night’s sleep. 

Charlotte Costello leaves for New York after by-passing Hollywood for bigger 
and richer things. 

Amy Crumpacker leaves with less of a Midwestern twang. 

Jane Dickinson leaves in a dilatory fashion. 


Nancy Dutcher leaves the shine of the moon to midnight seekers of cokes, M 
and M’s, and licorice. 

Jenny Eiseman leaves her photographic mind to Miss Nichols. 

Gray Foster leaves promising to pay her phone bills on the installment plan. 

Susanne Frisselle leaves the record of her grades as a goal for all ambitious 
students. 

Fiz Gregory leaves her appetite to Barbie Trimble. 

Sandy Henderson leaves this year’s “big five” a big four again. 

Judy Knight leaves Meg Foster an alphabetical file to keep her daily mail. 

Ann Jones leaves the House coke machine without an early morning customer. 
Jane Farmon leaves with her cheery disposition still unimpaired. 

Tracy Fownes leaves to become a stockholder in Jay’s Potato Chips. 

Diane Mallory leaves Knight until tomorrow. 

Sue Marsh leaves, rattling off chemistry equations. 

Barbie Marsted leaves for Paris with promises to send postcards from those 
“sunny sidewalk cafes.” 

Ginny Martin leaves Elly Danenhower her mellifluous telephone voice to help 
her to catch the right male next year. 

Sandy Parrish leaves her myriad of freckles to Miss Rhoades. 

Bette Poor leaves her “Marblehead drawl” to Allison Golding. 

Anne Regnery leaves, taking with her Barry Goldwater, James Bond, Mickey 
Mantle, Doctor Kildare, the Beatles and her brothers. 

Nancy Robinson leaves Miss Rhoades to a deserving Amherst man. 

Kit Rowell leaves her infinite fog to Mrs. Worsham. 

Debbie Schliebus leaves, never having been there. 

Jann Shearer leaves her split ends to the study hall floor. 

Martha Stevens leaves her taxi service to Judy Clough. 

Pam Uihlein leaves in a moving van with her six wardrobe trunks. 

We, the departing class of 1964, amid our fond adieus, urge the faculty and 
undergraduates to respect and cherish our. invaluable gifts. This last will and testa- 
ment was drawn up, compiled, and edited by: 

Amy Crumpacker 
Pat Callman 
Diane Mallory 
Judy Knight 



Susanne Frisselle 



Kit Rowell 



Jann Shearer 
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Jane Dickinson 


Pam Uihlein 


Gray Foster 
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Ann Jones 


Barbara Marsti 



Judy Knight 


Sue Marsh 


Anne Boynton 


Ginny Martin 


Pat Callman 








>andy Canfield 


•ebby Schliebus 


Jancy Robinson 
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Jenny Eiseman 


Cori Bryer 


i 

Martha Stevens 


Judy Anderson 


Sandy Parrish 


Amy Crumpacker 



Diane Mallory 



Nancy Dutcher 
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Charlotte Costello 
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Anne Regnery 




SENIOR SONG 


Time’s nearing; the year’s almost passed 
But memories will always last. 

Our good friends, as school ends > 

We hope that we’ve helped you a little some way. 

The candles that we lit this year 

Have glowed throughout the fun and cheer 

The spirit and games, things we’ve done. 

Tho’ they’ve come and gone, 

The friendships linger on. 

Little sisters, farewell. 


Louise Emerson Brooks ’64 


Tune: Moon River 



UNDERGRADUATES 
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CLASS REPRESENTATIVES 


I 
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Junior Class Officers 


Sophomore Class Officers 


Vice-President Barbie Begg 
President Muffie Warren 


Vice-President Laurie Caney 
President Meg Foster 


! 
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Freshman Class Officers 

Vice-President Cathy Welch 
President Prudy Allen 

t 
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Front Row — McMillan, Crabb, Smalldon, Boas, Osborn, Carter, Street. 

Middle Row — Anderson, J. H., Baker, McClaud, Dickerman, Warren (Pres.), Begg (Vice-Pres.), Meister, Whitehead, N., Myrick, 
Rohloff. 

Back Row — Folwell, Marsh, P., Eidam, Nichols, Farwell, Gummere, Clough, Scannell, West, Taylor, Eaton. 



Sophomore Class 

Front Row — Barlett, Latta, Dewey, Keller Pearce, Rogers. 

Middle Row — Baron, Danenbower, Cahoon, Holihan, Stewart, Getsinger, Latham, McGovern, Hope, Swett. 

Back Row — Caney (Vice-Pres.), Prout, Richardson, McGinty, Fletcher, M., Risley, Byam, Upton, Baker, J., Harris, Snyder, Foster, 

M. (President). 
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Front Row — Allen (Pres.), Welch (Vice-Pres.), Chigas, Quantrell. 

Middle Row — Barton, Brodie, Wilson, Whitehead, A., Shipton. 

Back Row — Dickinson,. F., Cowles, Fletcher, E., Godden, Golding, Walker. 





UNDERGRADUATE SONG 


The senior class will graduate 
And leave behind its memories. 

We wish them luck 

And all that may see them through their lifetime. 
Our senior class will graduate 
And leave behind its memories. 

We wish them luck 

And all that may 

See them through their lifetime. 

There is no class that can equal yours. 

And from now on we will realize 
The special meaning of yours alone 
And always will remember you. 

The year has finally come to an end, 

But the bond between us will never. 

For it’s been great just knowing you all, 

And we will never forget you. 


Tune: The Gypsy Rover 




-h ree pensive and a yen 



Watch your arm, Jude, 
it’s Christmas ! 



Neptune’s nincenpoops 
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Hiding "Bourbon” leads to trouble 



As Time would say 
"It’s fantabulous” 




and Mousketeers . . . 



Hi, Jack! 





Please, just one more dance 


Et tu Brute 


Peter Fink is coming 
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Miss LeButt, do you detect a change? 


He just offered me a cigan 





Winston tastes good AS a 
cigarette should 
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. . . 1 can’t believe it 
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Saturday night is the loneliest 
night of the week 



He's probably hiding in Canfield’s room 



The witch’s council 





Nature’s own 


Not another raid 



*!■ 

But, Miss Bowes, the Secret 
is on 
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ORGANIZATIONS 


STUDENT 



Student Council 

Foster, G., Warren, Canfield, Regnery (President), Robinson, Miss Ramsay, Eidam. 



GOVERNMENT 



Student Council 

The new plan, which involved the reorgan- 
ization of the councilors, has provided the 
school with a more efficient student council. 
This efficiency has been achieved by giving the 
school two representative bodies: one, the proc- 
tors, deals mainly with the enforcement of the 
demerit system, and the other, the councilors, is 
concerned with the welfare of the students and 
punishment of the major offences. Although 
this plan was only initiated at the beginning of 
this year, it has made the Student Council a 
more effective and responsible organization. The 
members have the most difficult duty in the 
school, and they should be respected through 
the following years. 


Student Proctors 


Front Row — Miss Ramsay, Regnery, Jones, Mallory. 

Back Row — Dickinson, J., Boas, Begg, McMillan, Callman, Osborn. 


PUBLICATIONS 



Splinters 


Front Row — Regnery, Marsted, Frisselle, Rowell, Dickinson, J., Callman. 

Middle Row — Anderson, J. G. (Co-editor), Brooks (Co-editor), Gregory, Canfield, 
Back Row — Henderson, Eisman, Foster, G., Larmon, Dutcher, Marsh, S., Parrish, 
Costello, Uihlein, Bryer, Crumpacker. 

Missing — Boynton, Robinson, Knight. 


Splinters 

Despite a slow start, the literary edition of 
Splinters finally made it to the press. The 
co-operation of the members of the board made 
the final two editions possible. Much thanks 
is due to Mrs. Bernard Shea, the faculty advi- 
sor, and to Mrs. John Perloff, the art advisor, 
for their unequalled advice and help. 






The Little Instauration 

Front Row — Danenhower, Cowles, Dickinson, L. 

Middle Row — Osborn, Street, Folwell (Editor), Eidam. 

Back Row — McGovern, Scanned, Upton, Getsinger, Whitehead, N., Anderson, J. 
H., Byam, Golding* Carter, Chigas, Keller. 


Instauration 

The Instauration has served as the voice of 
the students this year. Under their Editor-in- 
chief, Ginny Folwell, the undergrads have pub- 
lished four issues of the newspaper. Controver- 
sial editorials and interesting feature articles 
have made the paper a helpful influence to 
the students in forming their opinions. 
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MUSIC 






Glee Club 


Front Row — Dickinson, J., Schliebus, Robinson, Larmon, Callman, McMillan, 
Cbigas, Bryer (President), Miss LeButt (Director), Osborn (Vice-President), 
Srnalldon > Pearce, Crabb, Rowell, Baker, S. 

Middle Row — Hickok, Latham, Eiseman, Eaton, Meister, Marsh, M., Farwell, 
Godden, Cowles, Rogers, Boas, Costello, Crumpacker, Hope. 

Back Row — Prout, Caney, McGinty, Anderson, J. H., Fletcher, M., Byam, Cahoon* 
Snyder, Nichols, Uihlein, Gummere, Upton, Getsinger, Swett, Baron. 


Glee Club 

The session each Monday and Thursday be- 
fore lunch began with Miss LeButt’s hammering 
out several chords on the piano and asking them, 
in desperation, to keep quiet and pay attention. 
Then Sue Osborn, the vice-president, announced 
that if anyone came to rehearsal after 11:45, 
they would be marked “late”, and would receive 
a demerit. Then Cori Bryer, the president, 

would exnlain that she couldn't understand 
± 

how they all could expect to sing properly if 
they were slumped over in their chairs. Yes, 
there was much prodding and polking to get 
them in shape, but the Glee Club sounded 
better than it has in many years. Their con- 
certs with Andover, Exeter, Lawrence Academy, 
and New Hampton were all great successes. 
But most important of all, they enjoyed the 
end result of the hard work. 





Octet 


Dickinson, J., Nichols, Farwell, McClaud, Regnery, Marsh, M., Osborn,. Bryer, 
Uihlein, Parrish. 



Octet 

The forty minutes that they all had free 
after dinner this year was not spent by the 
members of the R. H. Negatives playing a 
quick game of tennis, nor running around the 
hockey field fifteen times to lose weight, but 
in good, hard practice. They sang at all the 
Glee Club dances and their able leader, Jane 
Dickinson, instigated the idea of bringing the 
fad of the “hootennany” to the halls of R. H. 
There were many after dinner sessions that 
seemed to yield only new frustrations in addi- 
tion to the old, but the end result proved more 
than rewarding for everyone. 
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French Club 


Front Row — Boas, Foster, G., Carter, Frisselle. 

Middle Row — Begg, Miss Rhoades (Advisor), Marsted (President), Henderson 
(Secretary-Treasurer), Uihlein (Vice-President). 

Back Row — Robinson, Rowell, Scannell, Eidam, Crumpacker, Hope, Byam, 
Dickerman, Gregory, Cahoon, Lownes, Anderson, J. G., Marsh, S. 


French Club 

With Barbara Marsted as president, Pam 
Uihlein as vice-president, and Miss Rhoades as 
advisor, the French Club met on Friday even- 
ings to further the knowledge and enjoyment 
of the French language at Rogers Hall. 

The highlight of the year was in the form 
of a “fete” at MacGay Hall. In between games 
of pool and ping-pong, they munched crepes- 
suzettes and haltingly attempted to communicate 
in that “strange” language! 

The songs that the French Club sang at 
Christmas Vespers represented the culmination 
of weeks of memorizing and practice. They all 
agreed, however, that the satisfaction they felt 
was well worth the effort. 




Ski Club 

The Ski Club, now in its second successful 
year, has enabled girls to ski at Black Moun- 
tain, Sunapee, King Pine, and, last but not least, 
Fort Hill. The first trip of the year was re- 
served for eight seniors who, accompanied bv 
Miss Bowes and Miss Nichols, went to Black 
Mountain for the long weekend after exams — 
they “thertainly” had a good time! Besides the 
three ski trips taken throughout the year, the 
ski club went to Andover to see a John Jay 
ski movie. 

This year, under the leadership of Jane 
Dickinson and Linda McClaud, the ski club 
has been re-named the Sitz-Mark, and badges 
are being made for the members. 


Front Row — Osborn, Nichols, Jones, Barton, Henderson, Foster, G. 

Middle Row — McClaud (Vice-President), Shearer, Rowell, Dickinson, J. (Presi- 
dent), Cahoon, Eaton. 

Back Row — Baker, S., Dickerman, Harris, Caney, Gregory, Parrish, Mallory, 
Gummere, Hope > Cowles, Dickinson, L., Marsted. Missing — Shipton. 


Ski Club 


r 
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Dramatics Club 

Front Row — Canfield (Vice-President), Costello, Marsh, M., Rowell (President) 
Whitehead, N., Larmon. 

Back Row — Snyder, Gregory, West, Lownes, Hope, Rogers. 
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Sophomore Debate Club 

Front Row — Pearce, Upton, Bartlett, Keller (President), Rogers, Latta. 

Back Row — Latham, Fletcher, M., Byam, Hope, Snyder, Risley, Prout, Swett, 
McGovern, Trimble. 
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CAE Officers 

Anne Boynton, President 
Sandy Parrish, Vice-President 
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KAVA Officers 

Ginnie Martin, President 
Bette Poor, Vice-President 


KAVA 5 — CAE I 



CAE Hockey 

Knight (Manager), Risley, Marsted, Anderson, J. G., Begg, Henderson, Rogers, 
Warren (Captain), Larmon, Parrish, Eiseman, Callman, Costello, Regnery, Snyder. 



KAVA Hockey 


Seated — Gregory (Captain). 

Poor, Shearer, Martin, Baker, S., Osborn, Nichols, Folwell, Dickinson, J., Mallory, 
Latham, Marsh, M., Frisselle, Schliebus (Manager). Absent — Trimble. 






The 1963 hockey teams showed them- 
selves as spirited and hard fighting squads 
by their performance on November 5. 
From beginning to end, the members of 
both teams retained a quality of deter- 
mination and sportsmanship which aug- 
mented the excitement for the spectators, 
as well as for the individuals participating 
in the game. However, despite CAE's 
efforts, KAVA remained ahead; and as 
all observed the setting of the sun, the 
rays were strikingly and appropriately 
golden against a truly blue sky. 


KAVA 4 


CAE 

Allen 

Anderson, J. H. 
Caney 

Canfield (Captain) 

Carter 

Dickerman 

Getsinger 

McGinty 

Pearce 

Stevens 

Swett 

Upton 

Whitehead, A. 


I 




CAE 3 


KAVA 

Bartlett 

Brooks 

Bryer 

Cahoon (Captain) 

Dickinson, L. 

Farwell 

Hope 

Jones 

McGovern 

Rohloff 

Rowell 

Uihlein 

Welch 


CAE 43 — KAVA 29 



CAE Volleyball 

Front Row — Begg, Marsted, Henderson (Captain), Swett. 

Rack Row — Carter, Warren, Parrish, McLaud, Costello, Eidam (Manager). 



KAVA Volleyball 

Front Row — Folwell, Dickinson, J. (Captain), Baker, J., Rohloff. 

Back Row — Byam, Martin, Gregory, Mallory, Poor (Manager). Missing — Trimble. 










j 
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Amid the shouts and yells from CAE 
and KAVA, the two teams entered the 
gym. Roommates became opponents for 
forty minutes as the annual volleyball 
game began. CAE and KAVA cheers were 
heard from stage and balcony as the ball 
was volleyed between the two teams. 
Powerful serves and low swoops were more 
successful on CAE’s side. Thus CAE won 
the game with the score 43-29. 


KAVA 29 



CAE 21 


CAE 

Boynton 

Caney 

Clough 

Golding 

Regnery 

Rogers 

Stevens (Captain) 
Whitehead, A. 
Whitehead, N. 


KAVA 

Barton 

Dickinson, L. 

Foster, M. 

Hope 
Latham 
Marsh, M. 

Marsh, S. (Captain) 

Nichols 

Rowell 


I 





CAE 25 — KAVA 1 9 
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CAE Basketball 

Front Row — Carter, Parrish (Captain), Swett. 

Back Row — Henderson, Begg, Warren, Costello, Marsted, Regnery (Manager). 



KAVA Basketball 


Front Row — Bartlett, Hope, Mallory (Captain), Marsh, S. 

Back Row — Nichols, Folwell, Martin, Gregory, Gummere, Foster, G. (Manager). 
Missing — Trimble. 






CAE 


KAVA 



Bartlett 

Folwell 

Gregory 

Gummere 

Hope 

Mallory (Captain) 
Marsh, S. 

Adartin 

Nichols 


Carter 

Costello 

Henderson 

Marsted 

Parrish (Captain) 

Swett 

Warren 


Although the traditional basketball 
game was later than in previous years, it 
still provided much excitement. With the 
annual admonition of Miss Ramsay of not 
to make “too much noise,” CAE and 
KAVA tried to restrain themselves. Yet, 
as baskets were made, screams were 
heard. The noise of bears being consider- 
ably louder than that of lions, CAE was 
victorious. 


KAVA II — CAE 10 


CAE 


KAVA 


Boynton (Captain) 

Callman 

Latta 

Richardson 

Rogers 

Stevens 

Stewart 

Whitehead, A. 


Baron 

Harris 

Osborn 

Poor 

Rohloff 


Rowell (Captain) 
Taylor 


Uihlein 


CAE 43 — KAVA 24 



CAE Softball 


Front Row — Begg, McClaud, Costello (Captain), Whitehead, A., Regnery. 

Back Row — Boas (Manager), Henderson, Swett, Carter, Warren, Marsted, Parrish. 



KAVA Softball 


Front Row — Poor, Dickinson, F., Rowell (Captain), Bartlett, Dickinson, J. 

Back Row — Brooks, Rohloff, Martin, Gregory, Gummere, Baker, S., Robinson 
(Manager). 






CAE 

Begg 

Carter 

Costello (Captain) 

Henderson 

Marsted 

McClaud 

Parrish 

Regnery 

Swett 

Warren 

Whitehead, A. 


KAVA 
Baker, S. 

Bartlett 

Brooks 

Dickinson, F. 

Dickinson, J. 

Gregory 

Gummere 

Martin 

Poor 

Rohloff 

Rowell (Captain) 


A welcome interruption to review week 
is always the first team softball game. The 
colors of red and white clashed with blue 
and gold as the members from clubs and 
teams scurried to their positions. KAVA 
began most enthusiastically, scoring a con- 
siderable amount of points in the first 
three innings. Despite all KAVA’s efforts, 
however, CAE forged ahead most notice- 
ably as the tired lions remained in the 
field. 


CAE KAVA 27 — CAE 24 


Allen 

Callman 

Caney 

Eaton 

Golding 

Holihan 

Myrick 

Risley 

Rogers 

Scannell (Captain) 
Wilson 


KAVA 

Baron 
Barton 
Byam 
Cahoon 
Foster, M. 

Hope 

Latham 

McGovern 

Schliebus (Captain) 

Taylor 

Welch 


w 



CAE Tennis 

Warren, Richardson, Eiseman (Manager), Svvett, Golding. 



KAVA Tennis 

Lownes (Manager), Gregory, Dewey, Baker, S., Dickinson, J. 







CAE Badminton 

seman (Manager), Rogers, Warren, McClaud, Carter. 


KAVA Badminton 

Dickinson, J., Gummere, Lownes (Manager), Marsh, M., Martin. 






CAE Swimming 


Front Row — Golding, Costello, Boynton, Rogers, Richardson (Captain). 

Back Row — Scannell (Manager), Holihan, Snyder, Clough, Upton, Parrish. 

Contrary to previous meets, the teams 
over-powered the yells of the cheerleaders 
as the CAE-KAVA swimming meet began. 
The discomfort of heat and “wayward 
water” was overlooked as both teams 
scurried into and out of the pool. Form 
swimming and diving were not only fun 
to watch, but also kept the spectators dry. 
Because of fewer splashes, CAE again 
won the swimming meet. 

CAE 136 — KAVA 130 




KAVA Swimming 

Front Row — Nichols, Welch, Bartlett, Hope, Shearer (Captain). 

Back Row — Jones (Manager), Byam, Latham, Cahoon, Rohloff, Mallory, Foster, M. 




CAE Cheerleading 


Allen (Mascot). 

Stevens (Co-Captain), Holihan, Costello, Boynton, Carter, Parrish, McClaud, Begg, 
Callman, Golding, Warren, Henderson (Co-captain). 

Cheerleaders for '63 and ’64 were clad 
in various new attire. Even the mascots, 

Patsy West for KAVA and Prudy Allen 
for CAE appeared in new uniforms. CAE, 
with her co-captains Martha Stevens and 
Sandy Henderson, and KAVA, with cap- 
tain Nancy Robinson, maintained their 
agility and precision throughout the 
hockey, basketball, and softball seasons 
for which they performed. 



KAVA Cheerleading 


West (Mascot). 

Osborn, Harris, Jones, Martin, Robinson (Captain), Danenhower, Latham, Uihlein, 
Shearer, Foster, M., Mallory, Nichols. 














ACTIVITIES 


CALENDAR 

1963-4 


September 

18 The Beginning of the School Year 

19 The Beginning of Classes 
21 Singing Beach Picnic 

26-27 Initiation 

October 

9 Undergrad Ceremony 

18 KAVA Supper 

19 PSAT’s for Sophomores and Juniors 
Exeter Dance 

30 Seniors’ Educational Tour of Boston 

November 

1 Senior Dinner at “Town Lyne House” 

4 Second Team Hockey (KAVA won) 

5 First Team Hockey (KAVA won) 

6 Hockey Banquet 


8 

"Hootenanny Time” 

26 

Thanksgiving Plays 

A Marriage Proposal 

The Dancers 

27-1 

Thanksgiving Vacation 

December 

7 

SAT’s for Seniors 

Andover Dance 

15 

Christmas Vespers 

Senior Ring Ceremony 

17 

Christmas Play and Dinner 
Christmas Vacation 


January 

8 Re-opening of School 
1 1 Achievements 

13 Second Team Volleyball (KAVA won) 
15 First Team Volleyball (CAE won) 
Exeter Dance and Glee Club 

27-30 Mid-Year Exams 
30 Ski Trip 


February 

3 The Return to Classes 
7 Junior White Elephant Sale 

15 Senior Dance with Lawrence Academy 

28 Glee Club Dance with Lawrence Academy 

March 

6 Senior Supper 

7 SAT’s for Juniors 

9 Miss LeButt’s Piano Recital 

12 Spring Plays 
I’m A Fool 

Scenes from Queen Victoria 

Spring Vacation 

April 

1 Return to School 

3 Seniors see Flamlet 

6 Second Team Basketball (KAVA won) 

8 First Team Basketball (CAE won) 

1 1 Tilton Dance 

13 Senior Bake Sale 

16 Indoor Pictures 

18 Father-Daughter Day 

May 

2 Founder’s Day 
Senior Fair 
SAT’s for Juniors 

4 Seniors see King Lear 

6 Science Trip to Museum of Science 
16 Prom 

18 Second Team Softball (KAVA won) 

20 First Team Softball (CAE won) 

22 Swimming Meet 
25-28 Final Exams 

29 Spelling Bee 

30 Singing Beach Picnic 

31 Baccalaureate 

June 

1 Class Day 

2 Graduation 


FALL PLAYS 



A MARRIAGE PROPOSAL 


Stephan Stepanovitch Tschnbukov 

Matalia Stepanovna 

Ivan Vassiliyitch Lomov 


Pamela Uihlein 
Susanne Frisselle 
Christine Rowell 
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THE DANCERS 


A Waitress 

Inez Stanley 

Elizabeth Crewes 

Emily Crewes 

Herman Stanley 

Horace 

Mary Catherine Davis 

Velma 

Torn Davis 

Mrs. Davis 


... Patricia West 
Stephanie Street 
.. Ann Gummere 
Catherine Cowles 
Martha Meister 
. Rebecca Upton 
.... Justine Rogers 
Patricia Callman 
.. Judith Clough 
.. Patricia Eidam 
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A Fabulous Tale 

On December 17, 1963, Rogers Hall presented 
the play A Fabulous Tale, by Richard F. Stockton. 
A Fabulous Tale was a fantasy with a theme which 
illustrated the eternal conflict between good and 
evil. The Salvation Army represented good, and a 
gambling hall was the example of bad. The main 
character, a blind Buddhist beggar, was realistically 
portrayed by Sandy Canfield, whose performance 
was exceptionally fine. The cast and chorus worked 
effectively together to convey clearly the message 
of the play— that of the need for generosity and 
good will in a twentieth-century world. 


A FABULOUS TALE 


The Begger Alexandra Canfield 

Proprietor of a Pool Hall Susan Marsh 

Captain Martha of the Salvation Army 

Amy Crumpacker 

A Man with a Large Roll of Money Jann Shearer 

Alicia, the debutante Charlotte Costello 

Stanley, her escort Alison Golding 

The Policeman Margaret Marsh 

The Street Cleaner Elizabeth Gregory 

The Carollers Elizabeth McMillan, 


Jane Larmon, Dale Nichols, Susannah Osborn 




SPRING PLAYS 


On the evening of March 13, 1964, Rogers Hall presented a one-act play and two 
scenes from Victoria Regina under the able direction of Mrs. Dorothy Ann Worsham. 

The play I'm A Fool by Christopher Sergei, was a farce which centered around 
a horse race. Patricia Callman was exceptional as the boy who pretended he owned 
some of the horses in order to impress two girls. 

The two scenes from Victoria Regina, which showed us a bit of court-life in 
old England, were particularly noteworthy for the exceptional performances of 
Alexandra Canfield, as Queen Victoria, and Pamela Uihlein, as Albert. 


I’M A FOOL 


George Patricia Callman 

Mother Patricia West 

Mildred Kathleen Latham 

The Dude Ellen Danenhower 

Burt Margaret Foster 

Wilbur Rebecca Upton 

Lucy Susanne Frisselle 

Elinor Carolyn Warren 



SCENES FROM VICTORIA REGINA 



Scene I — Under Fire 

Prince Albert Pamela Uihlein 

Mr. Anson Margaret Marsh 

Queen Victoria Alexandra Canfield 

Lady Grace Judith Gail Anderson 

Lady Muriel Charlotte Costello 

Lady in Waiting Susan Marsh 

Court Usher Nancy Byam 

Scene II — The Rose and the Thorn 

The Duchess Christine Rowell 

Lady Jane Amy Crumpacker 

Prince Albert Pamela Uihlein 

Queen Victoria Alexandra Canfield 

Mr. Oakley Alison Golding 

Court Usher Nancy Byam 

Musicians Laurie Caney, Jann Shearer 

Extra Ladies Susan Baron, 

Charlotte Costello, Judith Gail Anderson, 

Susan Marsh 

Extra Geyitlemen Elizabeth Getsinger, 

Elizabeth Gregory 

Flautist Cornelia Bryer 
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THE SKIN OF OUR TEETH 


by 

Thornton Wilder 


Cast of Characters 


Announcer 

Sabina 

Mr c Fitzpartick 

Mrs. Antrobus 

Dinosaur and Taffy Attendant 

Mammoth 

Telegraph Boy 

Gladys Antrobus 

Henry Antrobus 

Mr. Antrobus 

Doctor 

Professor 

Judge 

Miss E . Muse 

Miss T. Muse 

Miss M. Muse 

Usher 

Usher 

Fortune Teller 

Chair Pusher 

Broadcast Official 

Mr. Tremayne 

Hester 

Ivy 

Fred Bailey 

Bingo Caller 

Conveeners 


Drum Majorettes 


Pamela Uihlein 

Charlotte Costello 

Margaret Marsh 

Christine Rowell 

Jann Shearer 

Patricia West 

Patricia Callman 

Alexandra Canfield 

Susan Marsh 

Ellen Danenhower 

Rebecca Upton 

Elizabeth Gregory 

Marie Harris 

Anne Boynton 

Elizabeth Poor 

Margaret Foster 

Sandra Parrish 

Judith Heaton Anderson 

Amy Crumpacker 

Pamela Prout 

Martha Meister 

Alison Golding 

Jane Larmon 

Justine Rogers 

Margaret Foster 

Judith Clough 

Judith Heaton Anderson, Alison Golding, 

Elizabeth Gregory, Marie Harris, Kathleen Latham, 
Sandra Parrish, Justine Rogers, Martha Snyder, 
Rebecca Upton, Challis Walker, Patricia West 

Anne Boynton, Margaret Foster 


Act I Home, Excelsior, New Jersey 

Act II Atlantic City Boardwalk 

Act III Home, Excelsior, New Jersey 


COMMENCEMENT PLAY 

On Monday evening, June first, guests at the commencement festivities enjoyed 
an outstanding production of Thornton Wilder's Skin of Our Teeth. Charlotte Cos- 
tello, Sandy Canfield, Kit Rowell, and Amy Crumpacker contributed significantly 
to making this performance an appropriate climax to a year of dramatic achievement. 
They conveyed both the nonrepresentational quality of the drama and its allegorical 
meaning. 

The unusually high quality of the sets, masterfully executed by Mrs. Jack 
Perloff and her committee, enhanced the fresh and vital dramatic expression of the 
drama. Mrs. Banks Worsham's skillful direction underscored Mr. Wilder's message: 
that although, man must struggle between good and evil, man will always struggle 
to rise above chaos and destruction and “to build new worlds.” 





SENIOR-UNDERGRADUATE CEREMONY 


On October 9 the undergrads gathered in the gym in anxious anticipation; this 
was the day that the seniors revealed who their undergrads were to be. As the 
seniors entered the dark and silent gym with lighted candles, one could see the 
undergrads crossing their fingers, kicking one another, and fidgeting nervously, 
hoping that their candles would soon be lighted. At afternoon’s end, all candles 
lighted, fingers uncrossed, a relaxed atmosphere prevailed. 


CHRISTMAS VESPERS 

On December 15 the entire student 
body assembled with families and friends 
in the study hall. Anne Regnery 
announced the happenings of the day: 
the Glee Club and Octet sang, Sandy 
Canfield and Amy Crumpacker read their 
creative writings, and Ginny Martin and 
Anne Boynton recited from the Scriptures. 
Adding to the program, the French Club 
sang two French Christmas carols. Then 
the moment came when Miss Ramsav 
made the presentations of the school rings, 
which bear the Rogers’ family crest, to 
each senior. It was a meaningful moment 
to each one because it signified the cul- 
mination of past experiences and the pre- 
face to new experiences which will remain 
long in our memories. 
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FATHER-DAUGHTER DAY 

On Saturday, April 18 , many fathers 
arrived at Rogers Hall to begin the tra- 
ditional day know as Father-Daughter 
Day. After a delicious cook-out, the 
annual softball game was played with 
neither team admitting it had lost. 

The fathers were then permitted to 
relax and enjoy the water ballet. 

After dinner, a dance was held. The 
entertainment for the evening was a 
movie compiled by the committee show- 
ing a typical dav in the life of Rogers Hall. 





WATER BALLET 

On May 2 tired fathers paraded into the pool room after the softball game to 
watch the performance of the Water Ballet. The theme of the production was T hank 
Heaven for Little Girls, and the moments passed quickly as the girls swam self- 
assured and smiling at their audience. 

Many thanks go to Sue Marsh and Sue Osbom for all the time and talent which 
they offered in making the show a success. 



Water Ballet 

Rowell, Begg. 

Latham, Nichols, Rohloff, Snyder, Martin, Shearer, Barton, Marsh, M., Golding, 
Larmon, Boynton, Hope, Byam. 
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BACCALAUREATE 


On Sunday, May thirty-first, the Reverend Shaun Herron addressed the seniors 
and their guests. He emphasized that we must first learn to love ourselves before we 
can truly love others. After the service, All Souls Church feted the seniors and their 
parents at a lovely reception. 


MUSICALE 

On Sunday afternoon, the Rogers Hall Glee Club, under the direction of Miss 
Dorothy LeButt, presented an inspiring musicale. The selections chosen were those 
the girls had sung that year, but this time they were sung with a different and more 
beautiful tone. A piano duet by Miss LeButt and her pupil Mary Taylor gave 
variety to the program. 


GRADUATION 

At ten o’clock on the morning of June 2nd, thirty-two seniors marched down 
the aisle to receive their diplomas and various awards. The Chairman of the Board 
of Trustees, The Honorable John C. Leggat, greeted the seniors and introduced the 
speaker for the graduation exercises, Rev. A. Graham Baldwin, D.D., chaplain at 
Phillips Academy, Andover, Massachusetts. 

After the awarding of diplomas and prizes for both the academic achievements 
and extracurricular activities, Sandy Canfield, on behalf of the Senior Class, pre- 
sented the school with a new Encyclopedia Britannica. 





CLASS DAY AWARDS - 1964 


CLUB CUPS 


Hockey KAVA 

Volleyball CAE 

Basketball CAE 

Softball CAE 

Swimming CAE 

Badminton CAE 

Tennis CAE 


INDIVIDUAL AWARDS 


Badminton Prudence Carter 

Tennis Cup Alison Golding 

Posture Cup Linda Farwell 


R. H. AWARDS 


Given to those who have earned a total of seventy or more points in one year. Points 
are given for athletic ability, captains, managers, water ballet, lifesaving, posture, 
sportsmanship, attitude and neatness. 

CAE KAVA 


Barbara Begg 
Anne Boynton 
Prudence Carter 
Charlotte Costello 
Alison Golding 


Sandra Henderson 
Linda ,McClaud 
Sandra Parrish 
Justine Rogers 
Andrea Swett 


Carolyn Warren 


Rebecca Bartlett 
Jane Dickinson 
Elizabeth Gregory 
Kathleen Latham 
Margaret Marsh 


Virginia Martin 
Dale Nichols 
Deborah Rohloff 
Christine Rowell 
Barbara Trimble 


NEATNESS AWARDS 


Hall Nancy Dutcher, Ann Jones 

MacGay First Patricia Dewey, Barbara Trimble 

MacGay Second Cornelia Bryer, Barbara Marsted 


CLUB SONGS 

ANNOUNCEMENT OF CLUB PRESIDENTS AND VICE PRESIDENTS 

FOR NEXT YEAR 

CAE KAVA 

President Barbara Begg President Susan Baker 

Vice President .. Prudence Carter Vice President Dale Nichols 


ANNOUNCEMENT OF STUDENT COUNCIL PRESIDENT 

FOR NEXT YEAR 

Carolyn Warren 

ANNOUNCEMENT OF SPLINTERS HEADS FOR NEXT YEAR 
Editor Virginia Folwell Art Editor Prudence Carter 


AWARDS AND HONORS - 1964 


Underhill Honor — College Prep oratory 
JUDITH ANDERSON 

Parsons Honor — General Course 
ANN JONES 


Honor Roll - Average 85% or above 


Prudence Allen 
Judith Gail Anderson 
Judith Heaton Anderson 
Rebecca Bartlett 
Nancy Byam 


Catherine Cowles 
Amy Crumpacker 
Virginia Folwell 
Susanne Frisselle 


Alison Golding 
Lucinda Keller 
Susan McGovern 
Justine Rogers 
Linda Scannell 


Helen Hill Award - ALEXANDRA CANFIELD 


Athletic Award - VIRGINIA MARTIN 
Art Prize 

PRUDENCE CARTER 


Dramatics 


ALEXANDRA CANFIELD - 

For her special insight which has given us “A Touch of the Poet.” 

CHARLOTTE COSTELLO - 

For her steady growth in interpretive ability and spirit. 


Amy Crumpacker 
Ellen Danenhower 


Honorable Mention 

Susanne Frisselle 
Susan Marsh 


Christine Rowell 
Jann Shearer 


JUDITH G. ANDERSON 

Susan Baker 
Barbara Begg 
Nancy Byam 
Catherine Cowles 
Patricia Dewey 

Class 


Music Appreciation 
CORNELIA BRYER 

Honorable Mention 

Jean Dickerman 
Margaret Foster 
Louise Godden 
Alison Golding 

Current Events 

Assembly 

Mention 


SUSANNE FRISSELLE 

Jane Larmon 
Virginia Martin 
Susan McGovern 
Nancy Risley 
Mary Taylor 

LUCINDA KELLER 


JANE LARMON 

Honorable 


Elizabeth Gregory 


Rebecca Bardett 


Katharine Whitten MacGay Literary Prizes 


Seniors JUDITH G. ANDERSON 

Undergraduates VIRGINIA FOLWELL 


ALLEN, Prudence, R. D. #2, Fairview, Pennsylvania 
ANDERSON, Judith G., 39 Daniels St., Lowell, Massachusetts 
ANDERSON, Judith H., 829 South Lincoln Ave., Salem, Ohio 
BAKER, Julie, 71 Stanton Lane, Grosse Pointe Farms, Michigan 
BAKER, Susan, 138 Brigham Hill Road, North Grafton, Massachusetts 
BARON, Susan, 35 East 85th Street, New York , New York 
BARTLETT, Rebecca, 17 Delwood Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
BARTON, Hillary, 658 Nimes Road, Los Angeles, California 
BEGG, Barbara, 580 Lakeland Avenue, Grosse Pointe, Michigan 
BOAS, Deborah, 314 Airdale Road, Rosemont, Pennsylvania 
BOYNTON, Anne, 38 Concord Road, Billerica, Massachusetts 
BRODIE, Heather, 10 Cliff Street, Marblehead, Massachusetts 
BROOKS, Louise, 8908 Allendale Road, Richmond, Virginia 
BRYER, Cornelia, 624 Exeter Road, Hampton, New Hampshire 
BYAM, Nancy, 43 Fiske Street, North Tewksbury, Massachusetts 
CAHOON, Donna, 20 Blodgett Avenue, Swampscott, Massachusetts 
CALLMAN, Patricia, 38 Circle Drive, Rumson, New Jersey 
CANEY, Laurie, 75 Woodbury Road, Watertown, Connecticut 
CANFIELD, Alexandra, Harwood Hospital, Christiansted, St. Croix, V.I. 
CARTER, Prudence, 20 Westwood Road, Shrewsbury, Massachusetts 
CHIGAS, Martha, 7 Andover Road, Billerica, Massachusetts 
CLOUGH, Judith, 863 Andover Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 
COSTELLO, Charlotte, 305 Andover Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 
COWLES, Catherine, 332 Iroquois Avenue, Green Bay, Wisconsin 
CRABB, Penelope, 191 Overlook Road, Greenwich, Connecticut 
CRUMP ACKER, Amy, 17 Glendale Park, Hammond, Indiana 
DANENHOWER, Ellen, Box #215, Old Lyme, Connecticut 
DEWEY, Patricia, 393 North Lakeway, Palm Beach, Florida 
DICKERMAN, Jean, 242 North Bay Street, Manchester, New Hampshire 
DICKINSON, F. Louise, Fenwick, Old Saybrook, Connecticut 
DICKINSON, Jane, Fenwick, Old Saybrook, Connecticut 
DUTCHER, Nancy, 18 Crooked Mile, Darien, Connecticut 
EATON, Margaret, 73 Wilson Avenue, Rowayton, Connecticut 
EIDAM, Patricia, 35 Nesmith Street, Lawrence, Massachusetts 
EISEMAN, Jennifer, 55 Puritan Lane, Swampscott, Massachusetts 
FARWELL, Linda, 60 Redington Road, Needham, Massachusetts 
FLETCHER, Edith, 67 High Street, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
FLETCHER, Mary, 67 High Street, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
FOLWELL, Virginia, 42 Boulder Trail, Bronxville, New York 
FOSTER, Gray, 12 Ridgewood Avenue, Rowayton, Connecticut 
FOSTER, Margaret, 12 Ridgewood Avenue, Rowayton, Connecticut 
FRISSELLE, Susanne, 93 Raven Road, Lowell, Massachusetts 
GETSINGER, Elizabeth, Linkfield Road, Watertown, Connecticut 
GODDEN, Louise, 45 Sunset Rock Road, Andover, Massachusetts 
GOLDING, Alison, 104 Moran Road, Grosse Pointe, Michigan 
GREGORY, Elizabeth, Kenmore Road, Bloomfield, Connecticut 
GUMMERE, Ann, 11 Wheeler Road, North Grafton, Massachusetts 
HARRIS, Marie, 1497 Clover Street, Rochester, New York 
HENDERSON, Sandra, 8 Emory Drive, Jamestown, New York 
HOLIHAN, Virginia, 60 Bartlett Street, Andover, Massachusetts 
HOPE, Juanita, 286 Sycamore Avenue, Shrewsbury, New Jersey 


JONES, Ann, Birch Hill, Weston, Connecticut 
KELLER, Lucinda, 2 Stevens Street, Methuen, Massachusetts 
KNIGHT, Judith, 366 Hollow Tree Ridge Road, Darien, Connecticut 
LARMON, Jane, Trescott Road, Hanover, New Hampshire 
LATHAM, Kathleen, 38 Boston Road, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
LATTA, Alyson, 1730 Colverly Lane, Rydal, Pennsylvania 
LOWNES, Tracy, 1 Alger Road, Great Neck, New York 
MALLORY, Diane, 10 Conrad Road, New Canaan, Connecticut 
MARSH, Margaret, Nash Lane, Weston, Massachusetts 
MARSH, Susan, Nash Lane, Weston, Massachusetts 
MARSTED, Barbara, Cosmos Hill, Cortland, New York 
MARTIN, Virginia, 27 Normandy Terrace, Bronxville, New York 
McCLAUD, Lynda, 35 Lakeview Drive, West Hartford, Connecticut 
McGINTY, Ann, 3 Cheaver Circle, Andover, Massachusetts 
McGOVERN, Susan, 14 Williams Street, Andover, Massachusetts 
McMILLAN, Elizabeth, 96 Allendale Place, Terre Haute, Indiana 
MEISTER, Martha, 24 Georgia Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 
MYRICK, Cheryl, 31 Sylvan Avenue, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
NICHOLS, Dale, Old Mountain Road, Farmington, Connecticut 
OSBORN, Susannah, 7 Lookout Court, Marblehead, Massachusetts 
PARRISH, Sandra, c/o Parrish & Co., Barranquilla, Colombia, S. A. 
PEARCE, Katharine, 357 South Main St., Cohasset, Massachusetts 
POOR, Elizabeth, 28 Foster Street, Marblehead Neck, Massachusetts 
PROUT, Pamela, 652 Mt. View Drive, Lewiston Heights, Lewiston, N. Y. 
QUANTRELL, Jo Ann, Belfast Road, Camden, Maine 
REGNERY, Anne, 208 East Sixth Street, Hinsdale, Illinois 
RICHARDSON, Nancy, Heartstone Drive, Riverside, Connecticut 
RISLEY, Nancy, Box #143, Prides Crossing, Massachusetts 
ROBINSON, Nancy, 31 Washington Parkway, Lowell, Massachusetts 
ROGERS, Justine, 20 Hillcrest Lane, Rye, New York 
ROHLOFF, Deborah, 2324 Ridge Road, North Haven, Connecticut 
ROWELL, Christine, 4130 Braganza Avenue, Miami, Florida 
SCANNELL, Linda, 131 Holyrood Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 
SCHLIEBUS, Deborah, 104 High Street, Chelmsford, Massachusetts 
SHEARER, Jann, 290 Liberty Street, Newburgh, New York 
SHIPTON, Sandra, 953 West Street, Pittsfield, Massachusetts 
SMALLDON, Kathleen, R. D. #5, Box #60, Kingston, New York 
SMITH, Ellen, 278 North Quaker Lane, West Hartford, Conn. 
SNYDER, Martha, Princes Point, Yarmouth, Maine 
STEVENS, Martha, 4 Oldfield Road, Nashua, New Hampshire 
STEWART, Caroline, 12 Parker Road, Wellesley* Massachusetts 
STREET, Stephanie, 79 Prospect Street, Providence, R. I. 

SWETT, Andrea, 5 Wolcott Terrace, Winchester, Massachusetts 
TAYLOR, Mary, 590 Allen’s Creek Road, Rochester, New York 
TRIMBLE, Barbara, 326 Louella Avenue, Wayne, Pennsylvania 
UILHEIN, Pamela, 21 Skyline Drive, Rochester, Minnesota 
UPTON, Rebecca, 637 Pennsylvania Avenue, Oak Ridge, Tenn. 
WALKER, Challis, 1508 South Shore Drive, Erie, Pennsylvania 
WARREN, Carolyn, 48 West Broadway, Bangor, Maine 
WELCH, Catherine, 9 Lake Place, Branford, Connecticut 
WEST, Patricia, Canadice Hill, Ontario County, Honeoye, N. Y. 


WHITEHEAD, Amy-Jo, 25 Willow Tree Place, Grosse Pointe Shores, Mich. 
WHITEHEAD, Nancy, 6 Stone Tower Lane, Barrington, Rhode Island 
WILSON, Deborah, 1270 Andover Street, North Tewksbury, Mass. 


FACULTY 

ALEXANDER, Miss Doris, c/o L. D. Alexander, R. D. Box #229, Constantia, N. Y. 

BENTLEY, Mrs. Charlotte, 42 Orchardview Street, West Springfield, Mass. 

BOWES, Miss Carol, 2 Tupelo Road, Swampscott, Massachusetts 

COLPITTS, Mrs. Stephen, West Campton, New Hampshire 

DeWOLF, Mrs. Charles, 9 Morningside Road, Wakefield, Massachusetts 

KINDER, Mrs. Roland, 37 Wave Avenue, Wakefield, Massachusetts 

LATOUR, Mrs. Edward, 202 Parkview Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 

LeBUTT, Miss Dorothy, 144 Pine Street, Portland, Maine 

NEVILLE, Mrs. Elise, 148 Fort Hill Avenue, Lowell, Massachusetts 

NICHOLS, Miss Betty J., 11600 East 16th Avenue, Aurora, Colorado 

PERLOFF, Mrs. John W., 162 Linmoor Terrace, Lexington, Massachusetts 

PHELPS, Miss Dorothy, High Street, R.F.D., Norwell, Massachusetts 

PULLING, Miss Anne, 143 Bayway Avenue, Bayshore, New York 

RAMSAY, Miss Hildred, Rogers Hall, Lowell, Massachusetts 

RAY, Mrs. Carlon, 36 Waldorf Road, Newton Highlands, Massachusetts 

RHOADES, Miss Carolyn, 15 Taylor Street, Cranston, Rhode Island 

ROOT, Mrs. George, III, 39 West Avenue, Essex, Connecticut 

SCALISE, Rev. Victor, 222 Liberty Street, Lowell, Massachusetts 

SHEA, Mrs. Bernard, 34 Phillips Street, Andover, Massachusetts 

STATEN, Mrs. Louise, Rogers Hall, Lowell, Massachusetts 

WORSHAM, Mrs. Banks, Partridge Lane, Carlisle, Massachusetts 
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